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JUDGMENT of PARIS. 


A PO -E M. 


AMAXON AE KPY¥AI TO ZYTTENEZY HOOZ, 
PinpaR. Olymp. 13. 


JUDGMENT of PARIS. 


f AR in the depth of Ida’s inmoft grove, 
A {cene for love and folitude defign’d, 
Where flowery woodbines wild by Nature wove 


Form’d the lone bower, the Royal Swain reclin’d, 


All up the craggy cliffs, that tower’d to heaven, 
Green wav'd the murguring pines on every fide ; 
Save where, fair opening to the beam of even, 


A dale flop’d gradual to the valley wide. 


~ 


B : : KEchoed 
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Echoed the vale with many a chearful note; 
The lowing of the herds refounding long, 
The fhrilling pipe, and mellow horn remote, 


‘And focial clamours of the feftive throng, 


For now, low hovering o’er the weftern main, 
Where amber clouds begirt his dazzling throne, 
The fun with ruddier verdure deckt the plain ; 
And lakes, and ftreams, and fpires triumphal fhone. | 


And many a band of ardent Youths were feen ; 
Some into rapture fir'd by Glory’s charms, 
Or hurl’d the thundering car along the green, 


Or march’d embattled on in glittering arms. 


Others more mild, in happy leifure gay, 
The darkening Foreft’s lonely gleom explore, 
Or by Scamander’s flowery margin ftray, 
Or the blue Hellefpont’s refounding ‘hore. 
ee 4 . But 
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But chief the eye to Ilion’s glories tarn’d, 
That gleam’d along th’ extended champaign far, 
And bulwarks, in terrific pomp adorn’d, 
Where Peace fate {miling at the frowns of War. 


Rich in the fpoils of: many a fubjeét-clime, 
In pride luxurious blaz’d th’ imperial dame ; 
Tower'’d mid th’ encircling grove the fane fublime ; 


And dread memorials mark’d the hero’s tomb. 


Who from the black and bloody cavern led 

. The favage ftern, and footh’d his boifterous breaft ; 
Who fpoke, and Science rear’d her radiant head, 

And brighten’d o’er the long-henighted watte ; 


Or, greatly daring in his Country’s caufe, 
Whofe heaven-taught foul the aweful plan defign’d, 
Whence Power ftood trembling at the voice of Laws, 
Whence foar’d on Freedom's wing th’ ethereal mind, 
| Bz But 
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But not the pomp that Royalty difplays, 
Not all th’ imperial pride of lofty Troy, 
Nor Virtue’s triumph of immortal praife . 


Could roufe the languor of the lingering Boy. 


Abandon’d all to foft Enone’s charms, 
He to oblivion doom’d the liftlefs day ; 
Inglorious lull’d in Love’s diffolving arms, 


While flutes lafcivious breath’d th’ enfeebling lay. 


To trim the ringlets of his {cented hair ; 
To aim, infidious, Love’s bewitching glance ; 
Or cull frefh garlands for the gaudy Fair, 


Or wanton loofe in the voluptuous dance ; 


Thefe were his arts; thefe won Enone’s love, 
Nor fought his fetter’d foul a nobler aim. 
Ah why fhould Beauty’s {mile thofe arts approve, 


Which taint with infamy the Lover’s flame! 
Now 
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Now laid at large befide a murmuring fpring, 
Melting he liften’d to the vernal fong, 
And Echo liftening wav’d her airy, wing, 
While the deep winding dales the lays prolong, 


Wher flowly floating down the azure fkies 
A crimfon cloud flath’d on his ftartled fight ; 

Whofe fkirts gay-fparkling with unnumber’d dies 
Lanch’d the long billowy trails of flickering light. | 


That inftant, hufh’d was all the vocal grove, 
Hufh’d was the gale, and every ruder found, 
And ftrains aereal, warbling far above, 
Rung in the ear a magic peal profound. 


Near and more near the {wimming radiance roll’d ; 
Along the mountains ftream the lingering fires, 
Sublime the groves of Ida blaze with gold, 


And all the heaven refounds with louder lyres. 
B 3 The 
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The trumpet breathed a note ; and all in air 
The glories vanifh’d from the dazzled eyes. 
And three ethereal forms, divinely fair, 


Down the fteep glade were feen advancing nigh 


The flowering glade fell level where they mov'd$ 
O'erarching high the cluftering rofes hung, 
And gales from heaven on balmy pinion rov’d, 


And hill and dale with gratulation rung. 


The First with flow and ftately ftep drew near, 
Fixt was her lofty eye, erect her mien; 
Sublime in grace, in majefty fevere, 


She look’d.and mov’d a Geddefs and a Queen, 


Her robe along the gale profufely ftream'd, 
Light Iean’d the fceptre on her bending arm s 
And round her brow a ftarry circlet gleam’d, | 
Heightening the pride of each commanding charm. 
| Milder 


x 


[7] 


Milder the next came on with artlefs grace, 
And on a javelin’s quivering length reclin’d ; 
'T’ exalt her mien fhe bade no fplendor blaze, 


Nor pomp of vefture fluctuate on the wind, 


"Serene though awful on her brow the light 

Of heavenly wifdom fhone; nor rov’d her eyes, 
Save to the fhadowy cliff’s majeftic height, 

Or the blue concave of th’ involving fkies. 


Keen were her eyes to fearch the inmoft foul ; 
Yet virtue triumph’d in their beams benign, 

And impious Pride oft felt their dread controul, 
When in fierce lightning flafh’d the wrath divine *. 


With awe and wonder gaz'd th’ adoring Swain; 
His kindling cheek great Virtue’s power confe{s’d 5 
But fobn twas o’er, for Virtue prompts in vain, 


_+ When Pleafure’s influence numbs the nervelefs breatt. 


* This is agreeable to the theology of Homer, who often re- 
prefents Pallas as the executioner of divine vengeance, 


B 4 And 


[3 ] 
And now advanc’d the QuEEN OF MELTING JOY, | 
Smiling fupreme in unrefifted charms, 
Ah then, what tranfports fir’d the trembling Boy! 


How throb’d his fickening frame with fierce alarms ! 


Her eyes in liquid light luxurious fwim, | 
And languifh with unutterable love. 
Heaven’s warm bloom glows along each bright’ning limb, 


Where fluttering bland the veil’s thin mantlings rove. 


Quick, blufhing as abafh’d, the half withdrew ; 
One hand a bongh of flowering myrtle wav'd, : 
One graceful fpread, where, fcarce conceal'd from view, 


Soft through the parting robe her bofom heav'd. 


“* Offspring of Jove fupreme ! belov’d of Heav’n! 
«* Attend.” Thus {poke THs Empress OF THE SKIES. 
«« For know, to thee, high-fated Prince, "tis given 


‘¢ Through the bright realms of fame fublime to rife, 
‘* Beyond 
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<* Beyond man’s beldeft hope; if nor the wiles 
** Of Pallas triumph o’er th’ ennobling thought ; 
*¢ Nor Pleafure lure with artificial {miles 


4 


“‘ To quaff the poifon of her lufcious draught, 


** When Juno’s charms the prize of beauty claim, 
“6 Shall ought on earth, fhall ought in heaven contend ? 
“* Whom Juno calls to high triumphant fame, 


«* Shall he to meaner {way inglorious bend ? 


“ Yet lingering comfortlefs in lonefome wild, 
“* Where echo fleeps mid cavern‘d vales profound, 
** The pride of Troy, Dominion's darling child, 


<¢ Pines while the flow hour ftalks its fullen round. 


¢¢ Hear Thou, of Heav'n unconfcious ! From the blaze’ 
“* Of glory, ftream’d from Jove's eternal throne, 
“¢ Thy foul, O Mortal, caught th’ infpiring rays 
‘* That to a God exalt earth’s raptur‘d fon. 
“ Hence 
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« Hence the bold wifh, on boundlefs pinion born, | 
“« That fires, alarms, impels the maddening foul ; 
st The hero’s eye, hence, kindling into fcorn, 


«© Blafts the proud menace, and defies controul. 


s¢ But, unimprov’d, Heav’n’s nobleft boons are vain. 
‘* No fun with plenty crowns th’ uncultur’d vale s 
6¢ Where green lakes languish on the filent plain, 


** Death rides the billows of the weftern gale, 


* Deep in yon mountain's womb, where the dark cave 
«© Howls to the torrent’s everlafting roar, 
<¢ Does the rich gem its flafhy raciance wave? 


** Or flames with fteady ray th’ imperial ore ?_ 


¢ Toil deck’d with glittering domes yon champaign wide, 
*¢ And wakes yon grove-embofom’d lawns to joy, 
“ And rends the rough ore from the mountain’s fide, 
“* Spangling with ftarry pomp the thrones of Troy. 
“* Fly 
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S¢ Fly thefe foft fcenes. Even now, with playful art, ° 
<* Love wreathes thy flowery ways with fatal fnare, 
*¢ And nurfe th’ ethereal fire that warms thy heart, 
‘© That fire ethereal lives but by thy care. 


“‘ Lo, hovering near on dark and dampy wing, 
‘* Sloth with ftern patience waits the hour affign’d, 

<* From her chill plume the deadly dews to fling, 
«¢ That quench Heav’n’s beam, and freeze the chearlefs 


‘<¢ mind, 


4¢ Vain, then, th’ enlivening found of Fame’s alarms, - 
“ For Hope’s exulting impulfe prompts no more ; 
¢¢ Vain even the joys that lare to Pleafure’s arms, 


«* The throb of tranfport is for ever o’er. 


<< Oh who fhall then to Fancy’s darkening eyes 
«¢ Recal th’ Elyfian dreams of joy and light? 
«© Dim through the gloom the formlefs vifions rife, 
‘* Snatch’d inftantaneous down the gulph of night. 


ss Thou, 


[ 12 ] 


« Thou, who fecurely lull’d in youth’s warm ray 


© Mari’ft not the defolations wrought by Time, 


.  & Be rous'd, or perifh. Ardent for its prey 


“* Speeds the fell hour that ravages thy prime. 


“<< And, midft the harors fhrin’d of midnight ftorm, 
«¢ The fiend Oblivion eyes thee from afar, 


«¢ Black with intolerable frowns her form, 


«« Beckoning th’ embattled whirlwinds into war. 


*Fanes, bulwarks, mountains, worlds, their tempeft 
whelms ; 
“Yet Glory braves unmov’d th’ impetuous f{weep. 


‘* Fly then, ere, hurl'd from life’s delightful realms, 
my 
“Thou fink t? Oblividg% dark and boundlefs deep. 


« Fly then, where Glory points the path fublime. 
«* See her crown dazzling with eternal light ! 
‘© *T is Juno prompts thy daring fteps to climb, 


«* And girds thy bounding heart with matchlefs might. 
| “Warm 


_—-— rn 
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«« Warm in the raptures of divine defire, 
“ Burft the foft chain that curbs th’ afpiring mind 5 
«© And fly, where Victory, born on wings of fire, 


“© Waves her red banner to the rattling wind. 


<< Afcend the car. Indulge the pride of arms, . 

¢ Where clarions roll their kindling ftrains on high, 
«¢ Where the eye maddens to the dread alarms, 

<¢ And the long fhout tumultuous rends the fky. 


¢¢ Plunged in the uproar of the thundering field 
‘«‘T fee thy lofty arm the tempeft guide ; 

s¢ Fate {catters lightning from thy meteor-hhield, 
<«* And Ruin fpreads arougg (he fanguine tide. 


<* Go, urge. the terrors of thy headlong car 
«© On proftrate Pride, and Graadeur’s fpoils o’er- 
‘* thrown, 
«¢ While all amaz’d even heroes fhrink afar, 


«6 And hofts embattled vanifh at thy frown. 
ss Whea 
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¢© When glory crowns thy godlike toils, and all 

«¢ The triumph’s lengthening pomp exalts thy foul, 
«¢ When lowly at thy feet the mighty fall, 

“© And tyrants tremble at thy ftern controul 3 


‘« When conquering millions hail thy fovereign might, 
s¢ And tribes unknown dread. acclamation join ; 
‘¢ How wilt thou fpurn the forms of low delight ! 


<¢ For all the ecftafies of Heav’n are thine : 


“¢ For thine the joys, that fear no length of days, 
“¢ Whofe wide effulgence fcorns all mortal bound. 
** Fame’s trump in thunder fhall announce thy praife, 


“* Not burfting worlds her clarion’s blaft confound.” 


The Goddefs ceas’d, not dubious of the prize : 
Elate fhe mark’d his wild and rolling eye, 
Mark’d his lip quiver, and his bofom rife, 
And his warm cheek fuffus’d with crimfon die. 
Bat 
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But PaLLas now drew near. Sublime, ferene 
In con{cious dignity, fhe view’d the Swain ; 
Then, love and pity foftening all her mien, 


Thus breathed with accent mild the folema ftraia, ° 


“ Let thofe, whofe arts to fatal paths betray, 
“* The foul with paffian’s gloom tempeftuous blind, 
‘* And fnatch from Reafon’s ken th’ aufpicious ray 


«* Truth darts from Heaven to guide th’ exploring mind, 


*¢ But Wifdom loves the calm and ferious hour, 
‘* When Fieaven’s pure emanation beams confef'd ; 
** Rage, echtafy, alike difclaim her power, 


‘¢ She wooes each gentler impulfe of. the breaft. 


€¢ Sincere th’ unalter’d blifs her charms impart, 
** Sedate th’ enlivening ardors they infpire 3. 
** She bids no tranfient rapture thrill the heart, 
‘* She wakes no feverifh guft of ferce defire. 
“ Unwile, 
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«* Unwife, who, tofing on the watery way, 
¢* All to the ftorm th’ unfetter’d {ail devolve; 
«* Man more unwife refigns the mental fway, 


¢¢ Born headlong on by paffion’s keen refolve, 


*¢ While ftorms remote but murmur on thine ear, 
“© Nor waves in ruinous uproar round thee roll, 


** Yet yet a moment check thy prone career, 


_ And curb the keen refolve that prompts thy foul. 


‘¢ Explore thy heart, that rous’d by glory’s name 
** Pants all enraptur’d with the mighty charm—— 
“ And, does Ambition quench each milder flame? 


‘* And is it conqueft that alone can warm ? 


s¢ T” indulge fell Rapine’s defolating luft, 
“* To drench the balmy lawn in fteaming gore, 
** To fpurn the hero’s cold and filent duft—— 
“< Are thefe thy joys? mor throbs thy heart for more? 
s¢ Pleas’d 


{yw} 
© Pleas'd canft thou lifter to the patriot’s proau, 
«¢ And the wild wail of innocence forlorn ? 
€ And hear th’ abandon’d maid’s laft frantic moan, 
4¢ Her love for ever from her bofom torn? 


«¢ Nor wilt thou fhrink, when Virtue’s fainting breath 
<¢ Pours the dread curfe of vengeance on thy head ? 
<¢ Nor when the pale ghoft burfts the cave of death, 
46 To glare diftraction on thy midnight bed ? 


<¢ Was it for this, though born to regal power, 

‘«¢ Kind Heav'n to thee did nobler gifts confign, 
<¢ Bade Fancy’s influence gild thy natal hour, 

«. And bade Philantlropy’s applaufe be thine? 


« Theirs be the dreadful glory to deftroy, 
“ And theirs the pride of pomp, and praife faborn’d, 
«* Whofe eye ne'er lighten’d at the {mile of Joy, 
«¢ Whofe cheek the tear of Pity ne’er adorn’d ; 
Cc «¢ Whole 
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‘¢ Whofe foal, each finer fenfe inflinfive quetf'd, 
«“ The lyre’s meliifluous ravifhment defies ; 
“s Nor marks where Beauty roves the flowery field, 
‘¢ On Grandenr’s pinion {weeps th’ unbounded ikies. 


¢¢ Hail to fweet Fancy’s unexprefiive charm ! 
s¢ Hail to the pure delights of focial love ! 

* Hail, pleafures mild, that fire not while ye warm, 
“ Nor rack th’ exulting frame, but gently move ! 


‘* Bat Fancy foothes no more, if ftern Remorfe 
‘* With iron grafp the tortur’d bofom wring. 
‘¢ Ah then, even Fancy {peeds the venom’s courfe, 
‘* Even Fancy points with rage the maddening fiing. 


« Her wrath a thoufand gnathing fiends attend, 
*¢ And roll the fnakes, and tofs the brands of hell ; 
‘* The beam of Beauty biefts; dark heavens impend 
*¢ Tottering ; aid Mufic thrills with farthing yell. 
5 ey e What 
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e« What then avails, that with exhauftlefs ftore 

¢* Obfequious Luxury loads thy glittering fhrine ; 
** What then avails, that proftrate flaves adore, _ 

6° And Fame proclaims thee matehlefs and divine ? 


.%¢ Wkae, tho’ bland flattery all her arts apply >——= 
© Will thefe avail to calm th’ infuriate brain ? 
“ Or will the 1 roaring furge, when: heav'd on high, 
sy Headlong hang, hufh’d to hear the piping fwain? 


«¢ Fn health how fair, how ghaftly in decay 

<¢ Man’s lofty form! how heavenly fair the mind 
“ Sublimed by virtue’s {weet enlivening fway ! 

“ Bat ali! to j guilt’ § outrageous rule refign’d, 


¢* How hideous and forlorn! when ruthlefs care 
«¢ With cankering tooth corrodes the feeds of life, 
* And deaf with paffion’s ftorms when pines defpair, 
«* And penne furies roufe th’ eternal ftrife. 
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‘¢ Whole foul, each finer fenfe inflinfive quelf'd, 
«“ The lyre’s meliifluous ravifhment defies ; 
‘‘ Nor marks where Beauty roves the flowery field, 
‘¢ On Grandeur’s pinion {weeps th’ unbounded ties. 


6¢ Hail to fweet Fancy’s unexprefive charm ! 
s¢ Hail to the pure delights of focial love ! 

s¢ Flail, pleafures mild, that fire not while ye warm, 
“ Nor rack th’ exulting frame, but gently move ! 


‘* Bat Fancy foothes no more, if ftern Remorfe 
‘* With iron grafp the tortur’d bofom wring. 
‘* Ah then, even Fancy {peeds the venom’s courfe, 
‘* Even Fancy points with rage the maddening fling. 


“ Her wrath a thoufand gnafhing fiends attend, 
«* And roll the fnakes, and tofs the brands of hell ; 
‘* The beam of Beauty binits; dark heavens impend 
‘¢ Tottering ; asid Mufic thrills with farting yell. 
8 s* What 
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cs What then avails, that with exhauftlefs ftore 

‘¢ Obfequious Luxury loads thy glittering fhrine : 
«© What then avails, that proftrate flaves adore, _ 

“* And Fame proclaims thee matchlefs and divine ? 


6 Wkae, tho® bland flattery all her arts apply ?———= 
' © Will thefe avail to calm th’ infuriate brain ? 
$* Or will the’: roaring farge, when’ heav'd on high, 
se Headlong hang, huth’d to hear the piping fwain? 


¢ ¥n health how fair, how ghafily in decay 

<¢ Man’s lofty form! how heavenly fair the mind 
 Sublimed by virtue "a fweet enlivening {way ! 

<* Bat ali: rte guilt’ 8 outrageous rule refign’d, 


¢* How hideous and forlorn! when ruthlefs care 
‘¢ With cankering tooth corrodes the feeds of life, 
* And deaf with paffion’s ftorms when pines defpair, 
«* And howling furies roufe th’ eternal ftrife. 
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‘© ©, by thy hopes of joy that reftlefs plow, 
«¢ Pledges of Heav’n! be taught by wifdom’s lore ; 
¢* With anxious hafte each doubtful path forego, 


“And life’s wild ways with cautious fear explore. 


« Straight be thy courfe ; nor tempt the maze that leads 
<‘ Where fell Remorfe his fhapetefs ftrength conceals. 
< And oft Ambition’s dizzy cliff he treads, 
<* And flumbers oft in Pleafure’s flow’ry vales. . 


*¢ Nor linger unrefolv’d ; Heav’n prompts the choice ;- 
** Save when prefumption fhuts the ear of Pride :. 
“‘ With grateful awe attend to Nature’s voice, 


** The voice of Nature Heay’n ordain’d thy guide. 


‘* Warn’d by her voice, the arduous path. purfue, 
“* That leads to Virtue’s fane a hardy band. 
‘* What, though no gaudy fcenes decoy their view, ' 
‘* Nor clouds of fragrance roll along the land ?- 
| “© What, 
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- 6¢ What, though rude mountains heave the flinty way ? 
“¢ Yet there the foul drinks light and life divine, 

“¢ And pure aereal gales of gladnefs play, 


‘s Brace every nerve, and every: fenfe refine. 


<€ Go, Prince, be virtuous, and be bleft. The throne 
“* Rears not its ftate to {well the couch of luft ; 

‘‘ Nor dignify Corruption’s daring fon, 
‘© T? o’erwhelm his humbler brethren of the duft: . 


<* But yield.an ampler fcene to Bounty’s eye, 
‘‘ An ampler range to Mercy’s ear expand 5 
«‘ And, midft admiring nations, fet on high 
‘‘ Virtue’s fair model frasned by Wifdom’s hand. 


«© Go then; the moan of woe demands thine aid ; 
‘© Pride’s licens’d outrage claims thy flumbering ire ; 
«« Pale Genius roams the bleak neglected fhade, 


‘“ “And battening Avarice mocks his tunelefs lyre. 
C3 “ Even 
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s¢ Even Nature pines by vileft chains opprefs'd ; 


«¢ Th’ aftonith’d kingdoms erouch to Fathion's nod. 
‘© Q ye pure inmates of the gentle breaft, 


«* Truth, Freedom, Love, O where is your abode? 


‘¢ © yet once more fhall Peace from Heaven retntn, 
«‘ And young Simplicity with mortals dwell! 
‘“‘ Nor Innocence th’ auguft pavilion {corn, 


«© Nor meek Contentment fly the humble cell ! 


s* Wilt thou, my Prince, the beauteous train implore 
«© Midft earth's forfaken fcenes once more to bide ? 
«* Then fhall the Shepherd fing in every'bower, 
“* And Love with garlands wreath the domes of Pride, 


‘© The bright tear flarting in th’ impaflion’d eyes 
“* Of filent Gratitude; the {miling gaze 
‘* Of Gratulation, faltering while he tries 
** With voice of tranfport to proclaim thy praife ; 
. 6 Th? | 
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<¢' Th’ ethereal glow that flimulates thy frame, 
<* When all th’ according powers harmonious move, 
“And wake to energy each focial aim, 
‘¢ Attuned {fpontaneous to the will of Jove ; 


‘¢ Be thefe, O Man, the triumphs of thy fouls 
‘¢ And all the Conqueror’s dazzling glories flight, 

«* That, meteor-like, o’er trembling nations roll, 
*« To fink at once in deep and dreadful night. 


« Like thine, yon orb’s ftupendous glories burn 
‘* With genial beam; nor, at th’ approach of even, 
‘¢ In fhades of horror leave the world to mourn, 
‘* But gild with lingering light th’ empurpled Heaven.” 


Thus while Sue fpoke, her eye fedately meck 
Look’d the pure fervor of maternal leve. 
No rival zea] intemperate flufh’d her check.-=_= 
Can Beaaty’s beaft the foul of Wifdom move ? 
) C4 Worth’s 
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Worth’s noble pride, can Envy’s leer appaf, 
Or ftaring Folly’s vain applaufes foothe ? 

Can jealous fear Truth’s dauntlefs heart enthral ? 
Sufpicion lurks not in the heart of Truth. 


And now the Sx gpxerp rais’d his penfive head : 
Yet unrefolv’d and fearful roved his eyes 

Scar’d at the glances of the awzruL Marp ; 
For young unprattis’d Guilt diftrufts the ouife 


OF thamelefs arrogance. His wav’ring breaft, 
- ‘Though warm’d by Wifdom, own’d no conftant fire s 
While lawlefg Fancy roam’d afar, unbleft 

Save in th’ oblivious lap of foft defire. 


When thas the Quzen of foul-diflolving fmiles. 
“ Let gentler fates my darling Prince attend, 
¢¢ Joylefs and cruel are the warrior’s fpoils, 
* Dreary the path ftern Virtue’s fons afcend, 
a OF€ 
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“* Of human joy full fhort is the career, 
“ And the dread verge fill gains upon your fight; 
«© While idly gazing, far beyond your fphere, 
‘* Ye fcan the dream of unapproach’d delight: 


«* Till every fprightly hour, and blooming {cene, 
“* Of life’s gay morn unheeded glides away, 

¢¢ And clouds of tempeft mount the blue ferene, 
** And ftorm and ruin clofe the troublous day. 


¢ Thou ftill exult to hail the prefent joy, 

‘* Thine be the. boon that comes unearn'd by toil; . 
<* No froward vain defire thy blifs annoy, . 

“‘ No flattering hope thy longing hours beguile. 


6¢ Ah! why fhould man porfue the charms of Fame, 
<* For ever luring, yet for ever coy ? 
*¢ Taght as the gaudy rainbow’s pillar’d gleam, | 
‘* That melts elufive from the wondering boy ! 
s+ What 
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« What thouzh her throne irradiate many aclime, 
« If hung loofe-tottering o'er th’ unfathom’d tomb ? 
« What thongh her mighty clarion rear’d fublime 
«¢ Difplay th’ imperial wreathe, and glittering plume? 


&* Can glit:ering plame, or can th’ imperial wreathe 
‘* Redeem from unrelenting fate the brave? 

«¢ What note of triomph can her clarion breathe, 
« T° alarm th’ eternal midnight of the grave? 


¢ That night draws on; nor will the vacant hour 
“* Of expe@ation linger as it flies ; 
« Nor fate one moment unenjoy’d reftore : 
“ Each moment's flight how precious to the wile | 


S* O fhun th’ annoyance of the buftling throng, 
“¢ That haunt with zealous turbulence the great. 
¢¢ There coward Office boafts th’ unpunith’d wrong, 
‘¢ And fneaks fecure in infolence of ftate : 
x “ O’er 
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** O’er fancy'd injury Safpicion pines, 


<< And in grim filence gnaws the feftering wound ; 


“© Deceit the rage-embitter’d fmile refines, > 2. 


«© And Cenfure fpreads the viperous hifs around 


<¢ Hope not, fond Prince, tho’ wifdom guard thy throne, 


‘¢ Tho’ truth and bounty prompt each generous aim, 
** Tho’ thine the palm of peace, the Victor’s crown, 
“* The Mufe’s rapture, and the Patriot’s fame; 


“* Hope not, tho’ all that captivates the wife, 
“* All that endears the good exalt thy praife; 
£* Hope not te tafte repofe; for Envy’s eyes 
* At faireft worth fill point their deadly rays. 


« Envy, ftern tyrant of the flinty heart, i. 


“Can ought of virtae truth or beauty charm? 
$* Can foft compaffion thrill with pleafieg fmart, 
** Repentance melt, or gratitude difarm ? 
‘6 Ah 
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s* Ah no. Where Winter Scythia’s wafte enchains, 
<¢ And monftrous fhapes roar to the ruthlefs ftorm, 
** Not Pheebus’ {mile can chear the dreadful plains, 


*€ Or foil accurs’d with balmy life inform. 


«© Then, Envy, then is thy triumphant hour, 

*¢ When mourns Benevolence his baffled {chemes 
*¢ When Infult mocks the clemency of Pow’r, 

‘* And loud Diffention’s livid firebrands gleam ; 


«© When fquint-ey’d Slander plies th’ unhallow’d tongue, 
“«« From poifon’d maw when Treafon weaves his line, 
«© And mufe apoftate (infamy to fong !) 


«* Grovels, low-muttering, at Sedition’s fhrine. 


¥* Let not my Prince forego the peaceful thade, 
** The whifpering grove, the fountain and the plain. 
S* Power, with th’ oppreffive weight of pomp array’d, 


\ 


“* The 


S* Pants for fimplicity and eafe in vain. 
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6 The yell of frantic Mirth may ftun his ear, 
“‘ But frantic Mirth foon leaves the heart forlorn; 
«¢ And PLeasu rs flies that high tempeftuous fphere, 


«* Far different fcenes her lucid paths adorn. 


*¢ She loves to wander on th’ untrodden lawn, 
‘¢ Or the green bofom of reclining hill, 
‘* Sooth’d by the carelefs warbler of the dawn, 


«¢ Or the lone plaint of ever murmuring rill. 


‘¢ Or from the mountain-glade’s aereal brow, 
«* While to her fong a thoufand echos call, 

‘© Marks the wild woodland wave remote below, 
«¢ Where fhepherds pipe unfeen, and waters fall. 


‘* Her influence oft the feltive hamlet proves, 
<* Where the high carol chears th’ exulting ring ; 
«¢ And oft fhe roams the maze of wildering groves, 
« Liflening th’ unnumber’d melodies of Spring. 
“* Or 
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“* Or to the long and lonely fhore retires ; 
‘s What time, loofe-glimmering to the lunar beam, 
*¢ Faint heaves the flumberous wave, and ftarry fires 


“‘ Gild the blue deep with many a lengthening gleam. 


«* Then, to the balmy bower of rapture born, 
While ftrings felf-warbling breathe elyfian reft, 
¢* Melts in delicious vifion, till the morn 


“* Spangle with twinkling dew the flowery watte. 


«‘ The frolic moments, purple-pinion'd, dance 
‘¢ Around, and fcatter rofes as they play ; 
6‘ And the blithe Graces, hand in hand, advance, 


«* Where, with her lov’d compeers, fhe deigns to ftray; 


«* Mild Solitude, in veil of ruffet die, 
“ Her fylvan {pear with mofs-grown ivy bound 3 
** And Indolence, with fweetly-languid eye, 
« And zonelefs robe that trails along the ground ; ° 
* But 
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“ But chiefly Love-———O thou, whofe gentle mind 
«Fach foft indulgence nature fram’d to fhare, 
‘¢ Pomp, wealth, renown, dominion, all refign’d, 
‘6 © hafte to Pleafure’s bower, for Love is there. 


<¢ Love, the defire of Gods! the feaft of Heaven! 
** Yet to Earth’s favour’d offspring not denied ! 
« Ah, let not thanklefs man the bleffing given 
« Enflave to Fame, or facrifice to Pride. 


« NorI from Virtue’s call decoy thine ear 5 
“‘ Friendly to Pleafure are her facred laws. 

‘* Let Temperance’ {mile the cup of gladuefs chear, 
«¢ That cup is death, if he with-hold applaufe. 


“‘ Far from thy haunt be Envy’s baneful fway, 
¢¢ And Hate, that works the harais’d foul to florm.. 
«¢ But woo Content to breathe her foothing lay, 


«* And charm from Fancy’s view each angry form. 
“No 
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* No favage joy th’ harmonious hours profane! 


«‘ Whom Love refines can barbarous tumult pleafe? 


_& Shall rage of blood pollute the fylvan reign? 


<< Shall Leifure wanton in the fpoils of Peace ? 


“¢ Free let the feathery race indulge the fong, 
‘* Inhale the liberal beam, and melt in love ; 
<* Free let the fleet hind bound her hills along, 


«* And in pure ftreams the watery nations rove. 


“* To joy in Nature's univerfal {mile, 
“¢ Well fuits, O man, thy pleafurable {phere ; 
«< But why fhould Virtue doom thy years to toil ? 
«© Ah, why fhould Virtue’s law be deem’d fevere? 


<¢ What meed, Beneficence, thy care repays? 
<¢ What, Sympathy, thy ftill returning pang? 
<< And why his generous arm fhould Juftice raife, 
«‘ To dare the vengeance cf a tyrant’s phang? 
«¢ From 
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« From thanklefs fpite no bounty can fecure; 
“< Or froward wifh of difcontent fulfil, 
sé That knows not to regtet thy bounded power, 
<: But blames with keen reproach thy partial will. 


¢¢ To check th’ impetuous all-involving tide 
+‘ Of human woes, how impotent thy ftrife ! 
<< High o’er thy mounds devouring furges ride, 
‘* Nor reck thy baffled toils, or lavith’d life. 


*< The bower of blifs, the {mile of love be thine, 
*¢ Unlabour’d eafe, and leifure’s carelefs dream. 
«¢ Such be their joys, who bend at Venus’ fhrine, 
** And own her charms beyond compare fupreme.”” 


Warm’d as She {poke, all panting with delight, 
Her kindling beauties breathed triumphant bloom; 
And Cupids flutter’d round in circlets bright, 
And Flora pour’d from all her ftores perfume. 
D “s Thine 
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“‘ Thine be the prize,” exclaim’d th’ enraptur’d Youth, 
¢ Queen of unrival’d charms, and matchlefs joy.”— 

O blind to fate, felicity, and truth! 


But fuch are they, whom Pleafure’s fnares decoy. . 


The fun was funk; the vifion was no more. 
Night downward rufh’d tempeftuous, at the frown 
Of Jove’s awaken’d wrath; deep thunders roar, 


The forefts howl afar, and mountains groan. 


And fanguine meteors glare athwart the plain ; 
With horror’s feream the Ilian towers refound, 
Raves the hoarfe ftorm along the bellowing main, 
And the ftrong earthquake rends the fhuddering ground. 


OD E S. 
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ODE To PEACE 
Written in the Year MDCCLVIII. 


I, 1. 

p™ CE, heaven-defcended Maid! whofe powerful 

voice 
From antient darknefs call’d the morn; 
And huth’d of jarring elements the noife. 
When Chaos, from his old dominion torn, 
With all his bellowing throng, 
Far far was hurl’d the void abyfs along; 
And all the bright Angelic choir, 


Striking through all their ranks th’ eternal lyre, 


\ 


Pour’d in loud fymphony th’ impetuons ftrain 5 
And every fiery orb and planet fang ; 
And wide, through Night’s dark folitary reign 


Rebounding long and deep the lays triumphant rung. 
D 3 Ok 
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I. 2, 
Ob whither art thou fled, Satarnian Age! 
Roll round again, majeftic years ! 
To break the fceptre of tyrannic rage, 


From Woe's wan cheek to wipe the bitter tears, 


epee — ee - 


Ye years, again roll round ! 

Hark! from afar what defolating found, 

While echoes load the fighing gales, 

With dire prefage the throbbing heart affails ! 
Murder, deep-rous’d, with all the whirlwind’s hatte, 
And roar of tempeft, from her cavern fprings, 

Her tangled ferpents girds around her wail, 


Smiles ghaftly fierce, and fhakes her gore-diftilling wings, 


I. 3. 
The fhouts redoubling rife 


In thunder to the kkies. 
The Nymphs diforder’d dart along, 


Sweet Powers of folitude and fong, 
_ Stun'd 


{ 39 J 


Stun’d with the horrors of difcordant found ; 
And all is liftening trembling round. 
Torrents, far heard amid the wafte of night 
That oft have led the wanderer right, 

Are filent at the noife. 

The mighty Ocean’s more majeftic voice 
Drown’d in fuperior din is heard no more; 


The furge in filence feems to {weep the foamy fhore. 


i. 1m 


The bloody banner ftreaming in the air 

Seen on yon fky-mixt mountain’s brow, 

The mingling multitudes, the madding car, 
Driven in confufion to the plain below, 
War's dreadful Lord proclaim. | 

Burfts out by frequent fits th’ expanfive flame. 
Snatch’d in tempeftuous eddies flies 

The furging {moke o’er all the darken’d tkies. 


D4 The 
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The chearful face of heaven no more. is feen, 
The bloom of morning fades to deadly pale, 
The bat flits tranfient o’er the dufky green, 
And night’s foul birds along the fullen twilight fail. 


II. 3 


Involved in fire-ftreak’d- gloom the car comes on, 
The rufhing fteeds grim Terror guides, 

His forehead writh’d to a relentlefs frown, 
Aloft the angry Power of battles rides. 
Grafp’d in his mighty hand 

A mace tremendous defolates the land; 

The tower. rolls headlong down the ftrep, 
The mountain fhrinks before its wafteful fweep. 
Chill horror the diffolving limbs invades, 
Smit by the blafting lightning of his eyes, 
A deeper gloom invefts the howling thade, 


Strip’d is the fhatter’d grove, and every verdure dies. 
How 
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Il. 3° 
. How ftartled Phrenfy flares, 
Briftling her ragged hairs! 
Revenge the gory fragment gnaws ; 
See, with her griping vulture-claws 
Imprinted deep, the rends the mangled wound 
Hate whirls her torch fulphureous round. 
The fhrieks of agony, and clang of arms 
Re-echo to the hoarfe alarms 
Her trump terrific blows. 
Difparting from behind the clouds difclofe 
Of kingly gefture a gigantic form, 
That with his fcourge fublime rules the careering ftorms 


1. IM. ss, 
Ambition, outfide fair! within as foul 
As fiends of fierceft heart below, 
Who ride the hurricanes of fire, that roll 
Their thundering vortex o’er the realms of woe, 
Yon 
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Yon naked wafte furvey ; 
Where late was heard the flate’s mellifluous lay ; 
Where late the rofy-bofom’d hours 
In loofe array dane’d lightly o'er the flow’rs ; 
Where late the fhepherd told his tender tale ; 
And, waken’d by the murmuring breeze of morn, 
The voice of chearful Labour fill’d the dale ; 
And dove-eyed Plenty fiil’d, and waved her liberal horn. 


If. 2. 
Yon ruins, fable from the wafting flame, 
Bat mark the once refplendent dome ; 
The frequent corfe obftructs the fullen ftream, 
And ghofts glare horrid from the fylvan gloom. 
How fadly filent all! 
Save where, outitretch’d beneath yon hanging wall, 
Pale Famine moans with feeble breath, 
And Anguih yells, and grinds his bloody teeth—— 
Though 
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Though vain the mufe, and every melting lay, 
To touch thy heart, unconfcious of remorfe! 
Know, monfter, know, thy hour is on the way, 


I fee I-fee the Years begin their mighty courfe. 


Ill. 3. 
What fcenes of glory rife 
Before my dazzled eyes! 
Young Zephyrs wave their wanton wings, 
And melody celeftial rings. 
All blooming on the lawn the Nymphs advance, . 
And touch the lute, and range the dance : 
And the blithe fhepherds, on the mountain’s fide, 
Array'd in all their rural pride, 
Exalt the feftive note, 
Inviting Echo from her inmoft grot-== 
But ah! the landfcape glows with fainter light; 
It darkens, {wims, and flies for ever from my fight. 


Iufions 
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IV. 1. 


Wilufions vain! Can facred Peace refide 

Where fordid gold the breaft alarms, 

Where Cruelty inflames the eye of Pride, 

And Grandeur. wantons in foft Pleafure’s arms ? 
Ambition, thefe are thine! 

Thefe from the foul erafe the form divine ; 
And quench the animating fire, 

That warms the bofom with fublime defire. | 
Thence the’ relentlefs heart forgets to feel, 

And hatred triumphs on th’ o’erwhelming brow, 
And midnight Rancour grafps the cruel fteel, 
Blaze the blae flames of death, and found the fhrieks of 


woe. 


IV. 2. 
From Albion fied, thy once belov’d retreat, 
What regions brighten in thy fmile, 
Creative Peacz, and underneath thy feet 


Sees fudden flowers adorn the rugged foil? 
In 
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In bleak Siberia blows 
Waked by thy genial breath the balmy rofe? 
Wav’d over by thy magic wand 
Does life inform fell Lybia’s burning fand? 
Or does fome ifle thy parting flight detain, 
Where roves the Indian through primzval fhades ; 
Haunts the pure pleafures of the fylvan reign, 


And led by Reafon’s light the path of Nature treads 2 


IV. 3. 
On Cuba’s utmoft fteep *, 
Far leaning o’er the deep, 
The Goddefs’ penfive form was feen. 


Her robe of Nature’s varied green 


®@ This alludes to the difcovery of America by the Spaniards un- 
der Columbus. Thofe ravagers are faid to have made their firft 
defcent on the iflands in the Gulph of Florida, of which Cuba 
is one, 


Waved 
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Waved on the gale ‘ grief dim’d her radiant eyes, . 

Her bofom heav’d with boding fighs. 

She eyed the main; where, gaining on the view, 
Emerging from th’ ethereal blue, 1 
Midft the dread pomp of war, 

Blaz’d the Iberian ftreamer from afar, 

She faw; and, on refulgent pinions born, 

Slow wing’d her way fublime, and mingled with the 


morn. 
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RETIREMENT, 


AN OD E. 


S H OOK from the purple wings of Even 
When dews impearl the grove, 
And from the darkening verge of Heaven 
Beams the fweet ftar of Love; 
Laid on a daify-fprinkled green, 
Befide a plaintive ftream, 
A meck-ey’d Yours of ferious mien 


Indulged this folemn theme. 


Ye cliffs in hoary grandeur pil’d 
High o’er the glimmering dale! 
Ye groves, along whofe windings wild, 


Soft fighs the faddening gale; 


Where. 
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Where oft lone Melancholy ftrays, 
By wilder’d Fancy {way’d, 
What time the wan moon’s yellow rays 


Gleam through the chequer’d fhade ! 


To you, ye waftes, whofe artlefs charms 
Ne’er drew Ambition’s eye, 

Scap’d a tumaltuous world’s alarms 
To your retreats I fly. 

Deep in your moft fequefter’d bower 
Let me my woes refign, 

Where Solitude, mild modeft Power, 
Leans on her ivy’d Shrine. 


How fhall I woo Thee, matchlefs Fair! 
by heavenly fmile how win! 
Thy fmile, that {mooths the brow of care, 
And ftills each florm within ! 
B 
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O wilt Thou to thy favourite grove 
_ Thine ardent Votary bring, | 
And bibs his hours, and bid them move 


Serene on filent wing. 


Oft let remembrance: foothe his.mind 
With dreams of former days, . 
When foft on Leifure’s lap reclin’d 
He carol'’d fprightly lays. 
Bleft days! when Fancy {miled at care, 
When Pleafure toy’d with truth, 
Nor Envy with malignant glare 
Had harm’d his fimple yeuth. 


*T was then, O Solitude, to thee 
His early vows were paid, 

From aeart fincere and warm and free, 
Devoted to the thade. 


Ak 
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Ah! why did fate his eps decoy 
In ftormy paths to roam, 
Remote from all congenial joy !—— 
O take thy Wanderer home, 


Henceforth thy. awful haunts be mine! 
The long-abandon’d hiil ; 
The hollow cliff, whofe waving pine 
O’erhangs the darkfome rill ; 
Whence the {car’d owl on pinions grey. 
Breaks from the rufilipg boughs, 
And down the lone vale fails away 
To thades of deep repofe. 


O while to Thee the woodland pours 
Its wildly warbling fong, 

And fragrant from the wafte of flowers 
The zepbyr breathes along ; 


Let 
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Let no rude found invade from far, 


No vagrant foot be, aigh, ey 


No ray from Grandeae’s gilded car 
Flafh on the ftartled eya 


Yet if fome Pilgrim mid the glade 
Thy hallow’d bowers explore, 

O guard from harm his hoary head, 
And liften to his lore. 

For he of joys divine fhall tell, 
That wean from earthly woe, 
And triumph o’er the mighty fpell 
That chains this heart below. 


For me, no more the path invites 
Ambition loves to tread ; 
No more I climb thofe toilfome heights, 


By guileful hope mifled : 
E 2 


Leaps 
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Leaps my fond fluttering heart no more 
To Mirth’s enlivening ftrain. 
For prefent pleafure foon is o’er, 
And all the paft is vain. 


THOU, that glad’ the penfive breaft! 


More than Aurora’s {mile the pilgrim lorn 
Left all night long to mourn | 
Amidft the horrors of the dreary wafte ; 
Where favage howls, as intermits the ftorm, 
Far o’er the monftrous wildernefs refourd, 
And crofs the gloom darts many a fhapelefs form, 
And many a fire-ey’d vifage glares around. 
_ Hail Goddefs! friend of human. race! 
Hail! for thou oft thy Suppliant’s vow haft heard, 
And oft with fmiles indulgent chear’d 
His doubting foul to peace. 

E 3 


Smit 
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. I. 2. 

Smit by thy rapture-beaming eye 
Deep flafhing through the midnight of their mind, 
The fable bands, gombin’d . . 
Where Fear’s black banner bloats the troublous fky, 
Appal’d retire. Sufpicion hides her head, 
Nor dares th’ obliquely glaring eyeball raife ; 
Defpair, with gorgon-figur'd veil o’erfpread, 
Speeds to dark Plegethon's detefted maze 
Lo, ftartled at the heavenly ray, 
With hafte unwonted, Indolence upfprings, 
And heaving lifts her leaden wings, 


And fullen glides away : ‘ 
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Ten thoufand forms, by pining Fancy view’d, 
Diffolve, Above the fparkling flood 
When Phebus rears his awful brow ; 


From lengthening lawn, and valley low, 


The 
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The troops of fen-born mifts retire. 
Along the plain 
The joyous Swain 
Eyes the green villages again, 
And gold-illumin’d fpire. 
While on the billowy ether born 
Floats the loofe lay’s jovial meafure ; 
And light along the fairy Pleafure, 
Her green robes glittering to the morn, 
Wantons on filken wing. And goblins all 
To the damp dungeon fhrink or hoary hall, 
Or weftward with impetuous flight 
Shoot to the defart realms of their congenial Night. 


IL 4. 


When firft on Childhood's eager gaze 
Life’s varied land{cape ftretch’d immenfe around 
Starts out of night profound, 


Thy voice incites to tempt th’ untrodden maze, 
E 4 Fond 
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Fond he furveys thy mild maternal face, 
His bafhful eye ftill kindling as he views, 
And, while thy lenient arm fupports his pace, 
With beating heart the upland path purfues : 
The path that leads, where, high uphung, 
Seen from afar, youth's gallant trophies, ey 
In Fancy’s vivid rainbow ray, 


Allure the blooming throng. 


Il. 2. 


Purfue thy pleafurable way, 

Safe in the guidance of thy heavenly guard: 
While inelting airs are heard, 

And foft-eyed cherub forms around thee play 5 
Simplicity, in carelefs flowers array’d, 
Prattling amufive in his accent meek ; 

And Modefty, half turning as afraid, 

The {mile juft dimpling on his glowing cheek : 
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Contentment chaunts the gentle ftrain ; 
While circled with an orb of wavy light 
Fair Innocence with fearlefs flight. 


Leads on the jocund grain. 
II. 3. 


Fra man, how various is thy lot below ! 
To-day though gales propitious blow, 
Though Peace foft gliding down the iky 
Bring Love along and Harmony, 


To-morrow the gay fcene deforms; 


Then, all around, 
The thunder’s found 


Rolls rattling on through heaven’s profound, 


And down rufh all the ftorms. 


Ye 
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Ye days, that choiceft influence thed, 
When fweet Childhood ever fprightly 
O’er flowery regions fported lightly, 
Whither, ah whither are ye fled? 


Ye Cherub train, that brought him on his way, 


O leave him not midft tumult and difmay ; 


For now Youth's eminence he gains, 


But what a weary length of lingering woe remains ? 


II, 1. 


. They fhrink, they vanith into air 


No Slander taints with peftilence the gale ; 
And mingling cries affail, 

The plaint of Woe, and yell of grim Defpair. 
Lo, wizard Envy from his ferpent eye 

Darts quick deftruction in each baleful glance ; 
Pride fmiling ftern, and yellow Jealoufy, 
Frowning Difdain,and haggard Hate advance : 


Behold, 


[ so J 
Behold, amidft the dire array, 
Pale wither’d Care his giant-ftatare rears, 
And lo, his flinty hand prepares 
To grafp its feeble prey. 


Ill, 2. 


Oh who thall guard bewilder’d Youth 
Save from the fierce affaults of hoftile rage ? 
Such wars can Virtue wage, 

Virtue that bears the facred fhield of truth ? 
~ Ah no. Qn Infamy’s vidorious {pear 
Fair Virtue’s {poils are oft in triumph born ; 
While, by Adverfity’s decree fevere, 
Unwept, unheard the Captive wails forlorn, 
Defac’d with many a cruel fcar. 
‘Tll-fated Youth, then whither wilt thou fly ? 
No friend no fhelter now is nigh, 

And onward rolls the war. 


But 
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IL 3. 
Bat whence the fudden beam that fhoots along ? 
Why fhrink aghaft the hoffile throng ? 
Lo, from amidft Affliction’s night, 
Hore barfis all rad:ant on the fight : 
Her words the troubled, bofom foothe. 
«« Why thus difmay’d ? 
** Though foes invade, 
« Hore ne'er is wanting to their aid, 
“¢ Who tread the path of trath. 
“‘ *Tis I, who {moothe the ragged way ; 
«¢ I, who clofe the eyes of Sorrow, 
«s And with glad vifions of tomorrow 
** Repair the weary foul's decay. 


«* When Death's cold touch thrills to the freezing heart, 
‘«* Dreams of Heaven’s opening glories I impart, 


<< Till the free’d fpirit {prings on high, 
«¢ In rapture too fevere far weak mortality.” 


—————— 
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THE 


TRIUMPH of MELANCHOLY. 


“<u EMORY, be Bill! why throng upon the thought 


’ Thefe fcenes fo deeply ftain'd with Sorrow’s a= 
Is there in all thy ftores no chearful draught, 
To brighten yet once more in Fancy’s eye ? 


Yes—from afar a landfcape feems to rife, 
Embellith’d by the lavith hand of Spring ; 

Thin gilded clouds float lightly o’er the ikies, 
And laughing Loves difport on flutt’riag wing. 


How bleft the Youth in yonder valley-laid ! 
What {miles in every confcious feature play ! 
While to the murmurs of the breezy glade 


His merry pipe attunes the rural lay. 
| Hail 
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Hail Innocence! whofe bofom all ferene 
Feels not as yet th’ internal tempeft roll. 
Oh ne’er may Care diftraét that placid mien ! 
, Ne’er may the thades of Doubt o’erwhelm thy foal! 


Vain with ! for lo, in gay attire conceal’d, 
Yonder She comes! the heart-enflaming fiend ! 

(Will no kind Power the helplefs ftripling thield !) 
Swift to her deftin’d prey fee Paflion bend! 


O fmile accurft to hide the worft defigns! 
Now with blithe eye fhe wooes him to be bleft 
While-round her arm unfeen a ferpent twines— 


And lo, fhe hurls it hiffing at his breaft ! 


And, inftant, lo, his dizzy eyeball {wims 

| Ghafily, and reddening darts a frantic glare ; 

Pain with ftrong grafp diftorts his writhing limbs, 
And Fear’s cold hand erects his frozen hair. 
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Is this, O Life, is this thy boafted prime! —_- , | 
And does thy fpring no happier profpeét yield ! 
Why fhould the funbeam paint thy glittering clime, 
When the keen mildew defolates the field ! 


How Memory pains! Let fome gay theme beguile’ 
The mufing mind, and foothe to foft delight. 
Ye images of woe, no more recoil ; 


Be life’s paft {cenes wrapt in oblivious night. 


Now when fierce Winter, arm’d with wafteful power, 
Heaves the wild deep that thunders from afar ; 
How fweet to fit in this fequefler’d bower, 


To hear, and but to hear, the mingling war.! 


Ambition here difplays no gilded toy, 
That tempts on defperate wing the foul to rife s 
Nor pleafure’s paths to wilds of woe decoy, 


Nor Anguifh lurks ia Grandeur’s proud difguife. 
Oft 
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Oft has Contentment chear’d this Ione abode 
With the mild languifh of her fmiling eye ; 
Here Health in rofy bloom has often glow’d, 
While Icofe-robed Quiet ftood enamour'd by. 


Even the ftorm lulls to more profound repofe ; 
The ftorm thefe humble walls affails in vain. 
The thrub is fhelter'd, when the whirlwind blows, 
While the oak’s mighty rain ftrows the plain. 


Blow on, ye winds! Thine, Winter, be the tkies ; 
And tofs th’ infariate furge, and vales lay wafte. 
Nature thy temporary rage defies ; 
To her relief the gentler Seafons hafte. 


Throned in her emerald car fee Spring appear ! 
(As Fancy wills, the landfcape ftarts to view.) 
Her emerald car the youthful Zephyrs bear, | 


Fanning her bofom with their pinions blue. 
Around 
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Around the jocund Hours are flattering feen, 
And lo, her rod the rofe-lip’d Power extends ! 
And lo, the lawns are deck’d in living green, 


And Beauty's bright-ey’d train from Heaven defcends ! 


Hafte, happy Days, and make All Nature glad——=» 
But will All Natare joy at your return? 


O can ye chear pale Sicknefs’ gloomy bed, 


Or dry the tears that bathe th’ untimely urn ? 


Will ye one tranfient ray of gladnefs dart 
Where groans the dungeon to the captive's wail ? 
To eafe tired Difappointment’s bleeding heart, 


Will all your ftores of foftening balm avail? 


When ftern Oppreffion, in his harpy-fangs, 
From Want's weak grafp the laft fad morfel bears, 
Can ye allay the dying parent’s pangs, 
Whofe infant craves relief with fruitlefs tears ? 
F For 
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For ah! thy reign, Oppreffion, is not patt. 
Who from the fhivering limbs the veftment rends ? 
Who lays the once rejoicing village wafte, 


Burfting the ties of Lovers and of Friends ? 


But hope not, Mufe, vainglorious as thou art, 
With the weak impulfe of thy humble ftrain, 
Hope not to foften Pride’s obdarate heart, 


When Errouv’s bright example fhines in vain. 


Then ceafe the theme. ‘Turn, Fancy, turn thine eye, 
Thy weeping eye, nor further urge thy flight. 

Thy haunts, alas, no gleams of joy fupply, 
Or tranfient gleams that flafh and fink in night. 


Yet fain the mind its anguifh would forego. 
Spread then, Hiftoric Mufe, thy pidtur’d {croll ; 
Bid thy great {cenes in all their fplendor glow, 
And roufe to thought fublime th’ exulting foul. 
What 
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What mingling pomps rufh on th’ enraptur’d gaze ! 
Lo, where the gallant navy rides the deep ! 
Here glittering towns their fpiry turrets raife, 


There bulwarks overhang the fhagey fteep. 


Briftling with fpears, and bright with burnifh’d fhields, 
Th’ embattled legions ftretch their long array. 
Difcord’s red torch, as fierce the {cours the fields, 


With bloody tinGure ftains the face of day. 


And now the hofts in filence wait the fign. 
Keen are their looks, whom Liberty infpires. 
Quick as the Goddefs darts along the line, 


Each breaft impatient burns with noble Ares, 


Her form how graceful! In her lofty mien 
The fmiles of love ftern wifdom’s frown controul ; 
Her fearlefs eye, cetermin'd though ferene, 


Speaks the great purpofe, and th’ unconquer’d foul. 
Fe ” Mark, 
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Mark, where Ambition leads the adverfe band, 
Each feature fierce and haggard, as with pain ! 

With menace loud he cries, while from his hand 
He vainly ftrives to wipe the crimfon ftrain, 


Lo, at his call, impetuous as the florms, 
Headlong to deeds of death the hofts are driven ; 


Hatred to madnefs wrought each face deforms, 
Mounts the black whirlwind and involves the heaven. 


Now, Virtue, now thy powerful fuccour lend, 
Shield them for Liberty who dare to die—— 
Ah Liberty, will none thy caufe befriend ! 
Are thofe thy fons, thy generous fons that fly ! 


Not Virtue’s felf, when Heaven its aid denies, 
Can brace the loofen’d nerves, or warm the heart 5 
Not Virtue’s felf can ftill the burft of fighs, 


When fefters in the foul misfortune’s dart. 
See, 
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See, where by terror and defpair difmay'd 
The f{cattering legions pour along the plain ! 
Ambition’s car in bloody fpoils array’d 


Hews its broad way, as Vengeance guides the rein, 


But who is He, that, by yon lonely brook, ® 
With woods o’erhung, and precipices rude, 
Lies all abandon’d, yet with dauntlefs look 
Sees flreaming from his breaft the purple flood ? 


Ah Brutus! ever thine be Virtue’s tear! 
Lo, his dim eyes to Liberty he turns, 

As {carce fupported on her broken {pear 
O’er her expiring Son the Goddefs mourns, 


Loofe to the wind her azure mantle flies, 

From her difhevel’d locks fhe rends the plume ; 
No luftre lightens in her weeping eyes, 

And on her tear-ftain’d cheek no rofes bloom. 


* Such, according to Plutarch, was the fcene of Brutus’s death. 


F 3 Mean- 
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Meanwhile the world, Ambition, owns thy fway, 
Fame’s loudeft trumpet labours with thy name 5 
For thee, the Mufe awakes her fweeteft lay, 


And Flattery bids for thee her altars flame. 


Nor in life's lofty buftling {phere alone, 
The fphere where monarchs and where heroes toil, 
Sink Virtue’s fons beneath misfortune’s frown, 


While Guilt’s thrill’d bofom leaps at Pleafure’s fmile : 


Full oft where folitude and filence dwell 
Far far remote amid the lowly plain, 


Refounds the voice of woe from virtue’s cell, 


Such is man's doom ; and pity weeps in vain. 


“Still grief recoils—How vainly have I ftrove, 
Thy power, O Melancholy, to withftand ! 
Tir’d I fubmit; but yet, O yet remove, 


Or eafe the preffure of thy heavy hand. ' 
et 
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Yet for a while let the bewilder’d foul 
Find in fociety relief from woe; 
O yield a while to Friendthip’s foft controul ; 
Some refpite, Friendfhip, wilt thou not beftow ! 


Come then, ParLanper, whofe exalted mind 
Looks down from far on all that charms the Great. 


For thou canft bear, unfhaken, and refign’d, 
. The brighteit {miles, the blackeft frowns of fate: 


Come thou, whole love unlimited, fincere, 
Nor faGtion cools, nor injury deftroys ; 

Who lend’ft to Mifery’s moan a pitying ear, 
And feel’ft with ecftafy another’s joys: 


Who know’ ft man’s frailty, with a favouring eye 
And melting heart, behold’ft a brother’s fall ; 
Who, unenflav’d by Fafhion’s narrow tye, 


With manly freedom follow’ft Nature's call. 
F 4 And 
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And bring thy Dera, fweetly-fmiling fair, 
Whofe fpotlefs foul no rankling thoughts deform 
Her gentle accents calm each throbbing care, 


And harmonize the thunder of the ftorm. 


Though bleft with wifdom and with wit refin’d, 
She courts no homage, nor defires to fhine 3 
- In her each fentiment fublime is join’d 


To female fof:nefs and a form divine. 


Come, and difperfe th’ involving fhadows drear ; 
Let chaften’d mirth the focial hours employ. 
O catch the fwift-wing’d moment while ’tis near, 


On {wifteft wing the moment flies of joy. 


_Even while the carelefs difencumber’d foul 
Sinks all diffglving into pleafure’s dream, 
Even then to time’s tremendous verge we roll 


With headlong hafte along life’s furgy ftream. 
Can 
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Can gaiety the vanifh’d years reftore, 
Or on the withering limbs freth beauty hed, 
Cr foothe the fad IneviraBLe Hour, 


Or chear the dark dark manfions of the Dead ? 


Still founds the folemn knell in Fancy’s ear, 
That call’d Exiza to the filent tomb. 
With her how jocund roll’d the fprightly year ! 
How fhone the Nymph in beauty’s brightef bloom! 


Ah ! Beauty’s bloom avails not in the grave, 
Youth's lofty mien, nor Age’s aweful grace. 
Moulder alike unknown the prince and flave, 


Whelm’d in th’ enormous wreck of haman race. 


The thought-fix’d portraiture, the breathing baft, 
The arch with proud memorials array'd, 
The long liv’d pyramid fhall fink in duft 
To dumb Oblivion’s ever defart fhade, 


Fanc: 
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Fancy from joy ftill wanders far aftray. 
Ah Melancholy, how I feel thy pow’r ! 
Long have I labour’d to elude thy fway— 


But "tis enough, for I refift no more. 


The traveller thus, that o’er the midnight wafte 
Through many a lonefome path is doom’d to roam, 
Wilder’d and weary fits him down at laft ; 
For long the night, and diftant far his home. 


FLEGHIES. 
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ELEGY 


Occafioned by 


The DEATH of a LADY. | 


“¢ TILL hhall unthinking man fubfantial deem 
The forms that fleet through life’s deceitful dream! 


On clouds, where Fancy’s beam amufive plays, 
Shall heedlefs Hope his towering fabrick raife! 
Till at Death’s touch th’ ideal glories fly, 
And real fcenes rufh difmal on the eye ; 

And, from the bowers of fairy beauty torn, 
‘The ftartled foul awakes to think—and mourn, 


- O Ye, whofe hours in jocund train advance, 


Whofe fpirits to the fong of gladnefs dance ; 
Who 


\ 
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Who flowery fcenes in endlefs view furvey, 
Glittering in ‘beams of vifionary day ! 


O, yet while fate delays th’ impending woe, 


Be rous'd to thought, anticipate the blow; 
Left, like the lightning’s glance, the fudden ill 
Flafh to confound, and penetrate to kill: 
Left, thus encompafs’d with funereal gloom, 
Like me, ye bend o'er fome untimely tomb, 
Pour your wild ravings in night’s frighted ear, 


And half pronounce Heaven’s facred doom fevere. 


Wife! Beauteous ! Good !—O every grace combin’d, 
That charms the eye, that captivates the mind! 
Fair, as the flowret opening on the morn, 
Whofe leaves bright drops of liquid pear! adorn! 
Sweet, as the downy-pinion’d gale, that roves 


To gather fragrance in Arabian proves ! 


Mild, 
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Mild, as the ftrains, that, at the clofe of day 


Warbling remote, along the vales decay |! ———« 
Yet, why with thofe compar’d ? What tints fo fine, 


What fweetnefs, mildnefs, can be match’d with thine 2 


Why roam abroad ? Since Rill, to Fancy’s eyes, 
I fee I fee thy lovely form arife ! 

Still let me gaze, and every care beguile, 
Gaze on that cheek, where all the Graces {mile $ 
That foul-exprefling eye, benignly bright, 
Where Meeknefs beams ineffable delight ; 
That brow, where Wifdom fits enthroned ferene, 
Each feature forms, and dignifies the mien ; 

Still let me liften, while her words impart 

The {weet effufions of the blamelefs heart ; 

Till all my foul, each tumult charm’d away, 


Yields, gently led, to Virtue’s eafy {way. 


By 
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By thee mfpir’d, O Virtue, Age is young, 
And mofic warbles from the faltering tongue : 
Thy ray creative chears the clouded brow, . 
And decks the faded cheek with rofy glow, 
Brightens the joylefs afpect, and fupplies 
Pure heavenly luftre to the languid eyes : 
Each look, each accent, while it awes, invites, 
And Age with every youthful grace delights. 
Bat when Youth’s living bloom refle&ts thy beams, 
Refiftlefs on the view the glory ftreams, 

Th’ ecftatic breaft triumphant Virtue warms, 


And Beauty dazzles with angelic charms. 


Ah whither fled !—ye dear illufions ftay !— 
Lo, pale and filent lies the lovely clay ! 
How are the rofes on that lip decay’d, 


Which Health in all the pride of bloom array’d ! 
Health 
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Health on her form each fprightly grace beftow’d ; 
With aétive life each {peaking feature glow’d. 
Fair was the flower, and foft the vernal fky ; 
Elate with hope we deem’d no tempeft nigh ; 
_ When lo, a whirlwind’s inftantaneous guft 


Left all its beauties withering in the duft. 


All cold the hand, that foothed Woe’s wea head ! 
All quench’d the eye, the pitying tear that fhed | 
All mute the voice, whofe pleafing accents ftole, 
Infufing balm, into the rankled foul !—— 
~O Death, why arm with cruelty thy power, 
And fpare the weed, yet lop the lovely flower ! 
Why fly thy fhafts in lawlefs error driven ! 
Is Virtue then no more the care of Heaven !——< 
But peace, bold thought! be ftill, my burfting heart ! 
We, not Extiza, felt the fatal dart. 

G Scaped 
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Scaped the dark dungeon does the flave complain, 
Nor blefs the hand that broke the galling chain ? 
Say, pines not Virtue for the lingering morn, 


On this dark wild condemn'd to roam ferlorn ? 


‘Where Reafon's meteor-rays, with fickly glow, 


O’er the dun gloom a dreadful glimmering throw ; 
Difclofing dubious to th’ affrighted eye 
O’erwhelming mountains tottering from on high, 
Black billowy feas in ftcrm perpetual tof, 

And weary ways in wildering labyrinths lot. 

O happy ftroke, that burfts the bonds of clay, 
Darts through the rending gloom the blaze of day, 
And wings the foul with boundlefs flight to foar, 


Where dangers threat, and fears alarm no more. 


Tranfporting thought ! here let me wipe away 


The falling tear, and wake a bolder lay, 


But 
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But ah! afrefh the fwimming eye o’erflows-—— 

Nor check the tear that ftreams for human woes=—~ 
Lo, o’er her duft, in fpeechlefs anguith, bend 

The hopelefs Parent, Hufband, Brother, Friend !—— 
How vain the hope of man !—~But ceafe thy ftrain, 
Nor forrow’s dread folemnity profane ; 

- Mix’dwith yon drooping Mourners, o’er her bier 

In filence fhed the fympathetic tear. 
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~ E XULTS the fluttering heart, O Mortal-born, 
If Fame pronounce thee beautiful and wife, 
If pompous blazonry thy name adorn! —— 


Approach, with trembling awe, where **##*#* lies ; 


And paufe ; and know thy boafted honours vain. 
Vain all the gifts that fortune can beftow. 
Late fhone around Her all the gorgeous train, 


But fhine not round the mouldering duft below. 


Gaz'd at from far by Envy’s lifted eye 
What then avails to deck th’ exalted fcene, 
If there the blafting ftorms of anguith fly, 
If Frailty there difplays her withering mien ? 
Bat 


[ 85 ] 
But Virtue (facred plant!) no foil difdains ; 
The plant that Frailty’s fierceft frown defies. 


Retir’d it blooms amid the lowly plains ; 
Or decks the mountain’s brow that mates the fkies, 


And there confpicuous forms the Pilgrim’s bower, 
When Sorrow darts direft the feverifh ray ; 
And forms his fhelter from the tempeft’s power 


In ftern Oppreffion’s defolating day. 


This, Grandear, be thy praife; ’tis more than fame. 
This praife was Hers ; yet not to this confin’d, 

Hers was th’ indulgent foul yntaught to blame, 
Hers all the graces of the mildeft mind. 


Slight is your wound, who mourn a Guardian loft, 
Though grief’s fharp fting now prompt the pious figh; 
He lives, the friend of man, the mufe’s boaft, 
And Bounty’s hand hall wipe your ftreaming eye. 
| G 3 Bur 
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But ah! what balm fhall heal His bleeding heart, 
Who for the Friend, and for the Lover mourns ! 
Of all the joys that friendfhip can impart, 
When love’s divineft flame united burns, 


Poffefs'd fo late! but now poffefs’d no more |= 
Thus triumphs fate o’er all that charms below ; 
Thus curbs the ftorm till joy’s meridian hour, 


To wrap the {miling fcene in darker woe, 


Sole object of a Mother’s tender care, 
Could ought of fong avail to eafe thy pain 3 
Or charm a Parent’s, Sifter’s, Friend’s defpair ; 


Fain would the Mufe attempt fome foothing ftrain. 


But what can foothe, when Hope denies her aid ! 
Far in the filent depth of yonder gloom, 


Where the weak lamp wan wavers o’er the Dead, 


She hides in fable duft her fparkling plume. 


T ene 


~ 
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‘T” enrage their fmart, Remembrance wakes fevere, 
And bids the vanifh’d years again to roll; 
Again they feem that foothing voice to hear, 
Again thofe looks fhoot tranfport to the foul. 


The vifion flies, and leayes the mjnd to moyrn, 
Saddening each {cene that pleas’d while Suz was by ; 
For ah! thofe vanifh’d years no more return ; 


Mute the foft voice, and clos’d the gentle eyc. 


Come, Refignation, with uplifted brow, 
And eye of rapture {miling though in tears ; 
Come, for thou lov’ft the filent houfe of woe, 


When no fond friend th’ abandon’d manfion chears. 


Come, for ’tis thine to foothe the Mourner’s fmart, 
The throbs of hopelefs anguifh to controul, 
With healing balm to point Death’s level’d dart, 


And melt in heavenly dreams the parting foul. 
G 4 We 
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We mark’d Thy triumphs in that hour of dread ; 
When from Her eyes, that look’d a laft adieu, 
Each weeping friend feem’d vanifhing in fhade, 


And darkening flow the {wimming fcene withdrew. 


Twas then, Her pale cheek caught Thy rapturous fmile, 
Thy chearing whifpers calm’d her labouring breaft, 
And hymns of quiring angels charm’d the while ; 
Till the weak frame diffolv’d in endlefs reft, 
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IFE is a jeft. You call it worfe, 
A cheat, a fhare, a clog, a curfe. 
Tired of the long laborious ftrife, 
You loathe the naufeous load of life. 
‘ Through defarts dark perplex’d you ftray, 
‘“* No beam to light you on the way. 
“ In vain you call for ajd; no friend 
« Will deign one pitying look to lend. 
“© Hope comes at laft, in courteous guile, 
¢* With dimply check and fimiling eyes; 
«¢ And, 
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** And, pointing at fome meteor-toy, 
‘* Incites your flight, enfures your joy. 
“* Born on Hope’s foaring wing you {weep 
‘* Along the ether’s azure deep. 
‘s The fantom flies, but clofe behind 
** Hope wafts you f{wifter than the wind. 
‘¢ The meteor burfts; led far abroad 
‘* You fcarce regain your wonted road, 
“© Liftlefs, fatigued. Before ‘twas care, 
** Now all is tumult and defpair. 
** Or, if, long lainful labour pat, 
‘* You catch the flying thing at laft, 
§* Soon as you fondly grafp your prey, 
‘* From your fupport Hope fhrinks away. 
<¢ No more upborn on wings of Hope 
«© Prone through the empty air you drop. | 
‘The , 
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‘© The glittering toy, that feem’d, fo late, 
‘© To gild the blackeft clouds of fate, 
> * Now heavy dark and cumbrous all 
‘* Serves but to aggravate your fall. 
«< Thus Hope, our fmiling flattering friend, 
‘© Proves falfe and recreant in the end; 
«© We're wretched if we mifs our aim ; 
‘¢ And, that attain’d, we are the fame. 
‘© What flavifh mortal, then, you fay, 
“© Would choofe to drag this clog of clay, 
‘¢ Nor longs to lay his weary head. 
“© Secure on Death’s dark dufty bed ?” 


Yes, yes, I grant the fons of earth 
Are daom’d to mifery from their birth. 
We all of forrow have our fhare ; 


But fay, is yours beyond compare ? 


Look 
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Look round the world ; perhaps you'll find 
Each individual of our kind 
Prefs’d with an equal load of ill ; 
Equal at leaft. Look further ftill ; 
Let Reafon's ferious eye explore 
What paffion flightly fcan’d before, 
In yonder hut that ftands alone 
Attend to Famine’s feeble moan, 
Behold a meagre fhivering form 
Unfenc’d againft the piercing ftorm ; 
Or view the coach where Sicknel(s lies; 
Mark his pale cheeks, his dizzy eyes, 
His frame by ftrong convulfions torn, 
His ftruggling fighs, and looks forlorn. 
Or fee, transfix’d with fiercer pangs 


Where o’er his hoard the mifer hangs : 


Whittles 
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Whiftles the wind———he ftarts, he flares, 


Nor Slumber’s balmy blefling shares; 
Defpair, remorfe, and terror roll 


Their tempefts on his harrafs’d foul. 


But now, perhaps, it may avail 


T’ enforce our reafoning with a tale. 


Soft was the morn, the iky ferene; 
The jolly hunting band convene. 
The huntfman fends around his eyes, 
And oft in thought the game defcries ; 
Now with bland words the fteed addreffeth, 
And now the frifking hound careffeth. 
Each beagle’s breatt with ardor burns, 
Each courfer’s hoof the champaign f{purns, 


That morn, a council of the hares 


Was met on national affairs, 
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The chiefs were fet; above their head 
The furze its frizzled covering {pread. 
Long lifts of grievances were heard, 
And general difcontent appear’d. 
** Oor harmlefs race fhall every favage 
** Both quadruped and biped ravage? 
‘¢ Shall horfes hounds and hunters ftill 
*« Unite their wits to work us ill ? 
«¢ The youth, his father’s fole delight, 
** Whofe tooth the dewy lawan invite, 
** Whofe pulfe in every vein beats ftrong, 
«* Whofe limbs leap light the vales alongy 
«© May yet ere noontide meet his death, 
«¢ And lie difmember’d on the heath. 
‘* For youth alas! nor cautious age 
** Can fcape th’ infatiate murderer’s rage, 
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*¢ In every gale we hear the foe, 
*¢ Each gale comes fraught with founds of woe 3 
*¢ Each morning but awakes our fears, 
<< Each evening fees us bath’d in tears, 
<¢ But muft we ever idly grieve, 
‘¢ Nor ftrive our fortunes to relieve ? 
¢¢ Small is each individual’s force, 
«© Nor I from cunning boaft refource ; 
‘¢ But, were our numerous tribes combin’d, 
*¢ Thofe murderers to their coft might find, 
** No foe is weak, whom juftice arms, 
*¢ Whom concord leads, and hatred warms, 
“* Who dares aifert a righteous caufe 
** From his own heart obtains applaufe. 
“ Be rous'd ; or liberty acquire, | 
** Or in the great attempt expire”? ———» 


H Here 
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Here ftrugeling in his fobbing breaft 
Outrageous thought his voice fuppreft ; 
The fire of vengeance feem’d to ftream 


From his {woln eyeball’s yellow gleam. 


Meanwhile the clamours of the war, 
Mingling confus’dly from afar, 
Swell in the wind, Now louder cries 
Diftin& of men and hounds arife. 
Forth from the brake, with beating heart, ; 
Th’ affembled hares tumultuous ftart, 
And, every ftraining nerve on wing, 
Away precipitately f{pring. 
The hunting band, a fignal given, 
Thick thundering o’er the plaia are driven ; 
O’er cliff abrupt, and fhrubby mound, 


And river broad, impetuous bound ; 
Now 
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Now plunge amid thé foreft fhades, 
Glance through the opgnings of the glades, 


Now o’er the level lawn they fweep, - 


Now with fhort fteps ftrain up the fteep, | 


While backward from the hunter’s eyes 
‘The landfcape like a torrent flies. 
At laft an antient wood they gain’d, | 
By pruner’s ax yet unprofan’d, | 
High o’er the reft, by Nature rear'd, 
The oak’s majeftic boughs appear’d, 
Below, a copfe of various hue 
In barbarous luxuriance grew. | 
No knife had curb’d the rambling {prays, 
No hand had wove th’ implicit maze, 
The flowering thorn, felf-taught to wind, 
The hafle’s ftubborn ftem entwin'd, 

H 2 
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The prickly bramble flaunted round, 
And rough furze crept along the ground. 
Safe fhelter’d from the fons of murther 
The Hares drag their tir’d limbs no further. 
The hunting band in vain eflay 
Through the thick fhrubs to force their way. 
Th’ impatient beagle yelps in vain, 
In vain the courfer fpurns the plain; 
In vain the hantfman vents his ire 
In threats and execrations dire. 
Thus from the field of death reliev'd 
When Troy her trembling fons receiv’d, 
Achilles curs’d invidious fate, 


And thunder'd at the Scean gate. 


The weftern wind now waxing loud 


Tumultuous roar’d along the wood; 


From 
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From ruftling leaves and crafhing boughs 
The found of woe and war arofe. 
The hares diftra&ted {cour the grove, 
As terrcr and amazement drove ; 
But danger, sihseietve’et they fled, 
Still feem’d impending o’er their head, 
Now throng’d amidft a grotto’s gloom, 
All hopes extin&, they wait their doom. 
Dire was the filence, till, at length, 
Even from defpair deriving ftrength, 
A daring Youth thefe words addrefs’d, 
Which oft the burfting throb fupprefs’d. 


<« O haplefs race! Fate’s {corn and f{port, 
sé Befet with jlls of every fort, 
** And curs’d with keeneft fenfe to feel 
‘* The fharpeft fting of every ill! 
H 3 “< We 
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“ We fure by: nataré were defien'd 


‘* Moft wretched of the wretéhed kind. 


Vs he as 


‘* Of liberty and ver'geance dream, 

‘¢ What now remains? To what recefs 

‘* Shall we our weary fleps addréfs, 

«¢ Since fate is evermore purfuing 

«¢ All ways and means to work our ruin? | 
‘¢ Are we alone, of all beneath, 

** Condemn’d to mifery worfe than death ? 
a Maft we with fruitlefs labour ftrive 

«© In mifery worfe than death to live? 

** No. Bethe fntaller tt onr choite; 

<* So dictates Nature’s prompting voices 
‘¢ °Tis Nature bids us date to die, | 


¢¢ And difappoint our deftiny. 


6* Who 
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** Who prudges momentary grief, 
¢* To gain from woe even fhort relief? 
«* Death’s pangs but for a moment laft ; 
«* And when that tranfient ill is paft, 
<¢ Our forrows are for ever fled ; 
<¢ For not even dreams moleft the dead.” 
"Thus while he {poke, his words impart 


The dire refolve to every heart. 


A diftant lake in profpeét lay, 
That, glittering in the folar ray, 
Gleam’d through the dufky trees, and fhot 
A trembling light along the grot. 
Thither with one confent they bend, 
Their miferies with their lives to end ; 
And onward with impetuous force 


Stung with defpair impel their courfe ; 
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While each in thought already hears 


The waters hiffing in his ears. 


Faft by the margin of the lake, 
Conceal’d within a thorny brake, 
A linnet fate, whofe carelefs lay 
Amus’d the folitary day, 
Carelefs he fung ; for on his breaft 
Sorrow no lafting trace imprefs’d. 
When fuddenly he heard the found 
Of fwift feet trampling thick the ground, 
Light to a neighbouring tree he flies, 
Thence trembling catts around his eyes § 
No foe appear’d, his fears were vain ; 
Pleas’d he renews the fprightly ftrain. © 


The hares, whofe noife had caus’d his fright, 


Saw with furprize the linnet’s flight. 


Is 
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Ts there on earth a wretch, they faid, 
Whom our approach can ftrike with dread? 
Conflicting tides of fudden thought 

To tumult every bofom wrought ; 
Amaz’d they ftood, nor words could find 
To vent their turbulence of mind. 

So fares the {yftem-building Sage, 

Who, plodding on from youth to age, 

At laft on fome foundation-dream . 

Has rear’d aloft his goodly fcheme, 

And prov’d his predeceffors fools, 

And bound all nature by his rules ; 
And praife, and pudding earn’d, to foothe 
His vanity, and love of truth : 

So fares he in that dreadful hour, 


When Truth exerts her facred power, 


Some 
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Some new phenomenon to raife; 
Which, burfting on his frighted gaze, 
From its proud fummit to the groand 


Proves the whole edifice unfound. 


«* Children,” thus {poke a hare fedate 
Who oft had prov’d the extremes of fate, 
s* In flight events th’ attentive mind 
66 May hints of fond inftraétion find. 
s¢ That our condition is the worft, 
And we with fuch affliStions curft, 

«< As all comparifon defy ; 

6¢ Was late the univerfal cry. 

$6 When lo, an accident, fo flight, 

s¢ As yonder little linnet’s flight, 

‘¢ Hath made your ftubborn hearts confefs, 
«* (So your amazement bids me guefs) 


‘© That 
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¢¢ ‘That all gur load of woes and fears 7 
<< Is but a part of wat he bears. 
«es Where.can he reft fecure from Harm, > 
«© Whom even we helplefs hares alarm? 


«© Yet he repines not at his lot, ) 


‘© When paft his dangers are forgot ; 5/4 


*¢ On yonder bough he trims his wings, 
‘© And with unufual rapture fings. 

‘© While we, lefs wretched, fink beneath 
“© Our lighter ills, and rufh to death !—— 
** No more of this unmeaning rage ; 

** But hear, an friends, the words of age, 
«© From glozing art no aid I feek, 


{ ; 
 §* In me you hear experience {peak, 


‘© When by the winds of autuma driven 
** The fcatter’d clonds fly ‘crofs the heaven, 
s* Oft 


me 
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¢* Oft have we, from fome monntain’s head, 
‘© Beheld th’ alternate light and fhade 
6* Sweep the long vale ; here hovering low’rs 
«© ‘The fhadowy cloud, there downward pours 
6¢ Sireaming dire&t a flood of day, 
¢¢ That from the view flies fwift away ; 
6¢ Tt flies, while other fhades advance, 
s* And other ftreaks of funfhine glance. 
‘¢ Thus chequer’d is our life below 
«* With gleams of joy, and clouds of woe, 
«* Then hope not, while we journey on, 
«© Still to be batking in the fun; 
‘¢ Nor dread, though now in fhades ye mourn, 
‘* That funfhine will no more return, 
** If by betraying fear o’ercome 


** You fly before th’ approaching gloom, 


sé And 
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¢* And ftrive to leave your woe behind ; 
«¢ ‘The labour vain you foon will find s 
<< The rapid clouds your flight purfue, 
<¢ And darknefs ftill o’ercafts your view. 
«© Who longs to reach the radiant plain 
“© Muft onward urge his courfe amain ; 
<¢ For doubly {wift the fhadow flies, 
‘Ss When ’gainft the gale the pilgrim plies, 
Or, though unequal to fupport 
‘© The labour of that great effort 
«© Which ftruggles throvgh involving woes 
** Yet ne’er your fortitude forego : 
«© Shrink not, but firm and undifmay’d 
«© Maintain your ground ; the fleeting fhada 
** Ere long fpontaneous glides away, 


** And gives you back th’ enlivening ray. 


6¢ Lo, 
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** Lo, while I fpeak, our danger ’s pat; 
<« No more the fhrill horn’s angry blaft 
“* Rings in our ear; the favage roar 
«* Of war and murder is no more. 
«© Then {natch the joy that fate allows, 


** Carelefs of paft and future woes.” 


He {poke ; each breaft is foothed to peace, 
Complacence foftens every face, 
And hope revives ; the hateful lake 
That inftant one and all forfake, 
Tn {weet amalement to employ 


The prefent fprightly. hour of joy. 


Now from the weftern mountain’s brow, 
Compafs’d with clouds of various glow, 
The Sun a broader orb difplays, 

And fhoots aflope his ruddy rays. 


> 
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The lawn affumes a frefher green, 
And dew-drops fpangle all the fcene. 
The fragrant gale fighs foft along, 
dhe thepherd chaunts his fimple fong ; 
With all their lays the groves refound, 
And falling waters murmur raund. 
Difcord and cit were put to flight, 
And ail was peace and calm delight. 
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THE 


WOLF and SHEPHERDS, 


A FABLE, 


AWS, as we read in antient fages, 
Have been like cobwebs in all ages, 
Cobwebs for little flies are fpread, 
And laws for little folks are made. 
But if an infect of renown, 
Hc rnet or beetle, wafp or drone, 
Be cau-ht in queft of {port or plunder, 


The flimzy fetter flies in funder. 


Your fimily perhaps may pleafe one, 
With whom wit holds the place of reafon ; 


But 
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But can you prove that this in fact is 


Agreeable to life and practice ? 


Then hear, what in his fmple way 
Old Efop told me ¢’ other ay 
In days of yore, but (which is very odd) 
Our Author mentions not the period, 
We mortal men, lefs given to {peeches, 
Allow’d the beafts fometimes to teach us. 
But now we all are prattlers grown, 
And fuffer no voice but our own, 
With us no beaft has leave to {peak, 
Although his honeft heart fhould break. 
°Tis true, your affes and your apes, 
And other brutes in human fhapes, 
And that thing made of found and fhow 
Which mortals have mifnamed A Beau, 


I (But 
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(But in the language of the ky 
Is call’d a twolege’d butterfly) 
Will make your very heartftrings ake 
With loud and everlafting clack, 
And beat your auditory drum, 
Till you grow deaf, or they grow dumb: 


But to our ftory we return. 
*Twas early on a Summer morn, 
A Wolf forfook the mountain-den,' 
And iffued hungry on the plain. 
Full many a ftream and lawn he pafs’d, 
And reach’d a winding vale at laft; 
Where from a hollow rock he fpy’d 
The fhepherds dreft in flowery pride, 
Garlands were ftrow’d, and all was gay, 
To celebrate an holiday. | 
<r The 


ad 
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The merry tabor’s gamefome found 
Provok’d the fprightly dance around. 
Hard by a rural. board was rear’d, 
On which in. fair array appear’d 
The peach, the apple, and the raifin, 
And all the fruitage of the feafon. 
But, more diftinguifh’d than the reff, ) 


Was feen a wether ready dreft, 


That fmoking, recent from the flame, — 


Diffus’d a ftomach-roufing fteam. 
Our wolf could not endure the fight, 
Outrageous grew. his appetite; 
His entrails groan’d with tenfold pain; 
He lick’d his lips, and lick’d again. 
At laft, with lightning in his eyes," 
He bounces forth, and fiercely cries, 
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¢¢ Shepherds, I am not given to fcolding,. 
« But now my fpleen I cannot bold in. © 
«* By Jove, fuch fcandalaus opprefiion 
‘¢ Would put an elephant in paffion. 
“* You, who your flocks (as you pretend} 
‘¢ By wholefome laws from harm defend, 
¢ Which make it death for any beai, 
‘¢ How much foe’er by hunger prefs’d, 
“To feize a fheep by force or ftealth, 
«¢ For fheep have right to life and health 5 
«* Can you commit, ungheck'’d by fhame, | 
ss What in a beaft fo mpch you blame? 
«© What isa law, if thofe who make i¢- 
«© Become the forwarde& to break it > 
ss The cafe is plain; you would referve 
< All to yourfelves, while others farve. 
*© Such 
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$¢ Such laws from bafe {elf-intereft {pring, 


** Not from the reafon of the thingem=--” 


He was proceeding, when a {wain 
Burft out, ‘* And dares a Wolf arraign 
“« His betters, and condemn their meafures, 
s* And contradié their wills and pleafures? 
€< ‘We have eftablith’d laws, ’tis true, 
<«* But laws are made for fuch as you, 
** Know, Sirrah, in its very nature 
*< A law can’t reach the legiflature. 
** For laws, without a fanétion join’d, 
<* As all men know, can never bind: 
“ But fanctions reach not us the makers s 
** For who dares punifh us though breakers? 
«* °Tis therefore plain, beyond denial, 
«* That laws were ne'er defign’d to tie all, 
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«* But thofe, whom fanétions reach, alone 3 - 
6* We ftand atcountable to none, : 
‘* Befides, ’tis evident, that, feeing 
‘* Laws from the Great derive their being, 
** They as in duty bound fhould love | 
«* The Great, in whom they live and move, 
«* And humbly yield to their defires ; 
<* °Tis juft what gratitude requires. 
“6 What fuckling ‘dandled on the lap 
“* Would tear away its mother’s pap? 
<< But hold-—Why deign I to difpute 
** With fuch a fcoundrel of a brute ? 
** Logick is loft upon a knave; 


‘* Let aétien prove the law our flave.” , 


An angry nod his will declar’d 
To his groff yeomen of the guard, . 
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‘The full-fed mongrels, train’d to ravage, 
Fly, to devour the thagey favage, 


The beaft md now no time to lofe 
In chopping logick with his foes. 
«* This argument, quoth he, has force, 
<< And {wiftnefs is my fole refource.” 

He faid, and left the fwains their prey, 


And to the mountains fcower’d away. 
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On the report of a Monument to fe 
erected in Weitminfter-A bbey, to the 
memory of a Late Author, 


[Part of a Letter to A Perfon of Quality. 


eevsee Left your Lordfhip, who are fo well ag. 
quainted with every thing that relates to true honour, 
fhou-d think hardly of me for attacking the memory of 


the Dead, I beg leave to offer a few words in my own 
vindication, 


If I had compofed the following Verfes, with a view 
to gratify private refentment, to promote the intereft of 
any faction, or to recommend myfelf to the patronage 


of 


a. 
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‘ef any petfon whatfotver, I fhould ‘have been dltope- 
ther inexcufable. To attack the memoiy of the Dead 
from felfith confiderations, or from mere wantonnefs of 
malice, is an enormity which none can hold in greater 
deteftation, than J. But I compofed them from very 
different motives ; as every intelligent Reader, who peru: 
fes them with attention, and who is willing to believe 
ame upon my own teftimony, will undoubtedly perceive, 
My motives proceeded from a fincere defire to do fome 
{mall fervice to my country, and to the caufe of truth 
and virtue. The promoters of faction I ever did, and 
ever will confider as the enemies of mankinds to the 
meniory of fuch I owe no veneration ; to the writings 


of fuch I owe no indulgence. 


Your Lerdthip knows, that ***®* owed the gteat 
e& thare of his renown to the nioft incompetent of all 
judges, 
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judges, the ‘Mob; actuated by the moft unworthy of 
all principles, a {pirit of infolence; and inflamed by the 
‘vileft of all human paffions, hatred to their fellow-citi- 
zens, Thofe who joined the cry in his favour feemed 
to me to be fwayed rather by fafhion, than by real fen- 
eiment. He therefore might have lived and died unmo- 
lefted by me; confident as I am, that pofterity, when 
the prefent unhappy diffentions are forgotten, will do 
ample juftice to his real character, But when I faw 
the extravagant honours that were paid to his memory; 
and heard that a monument in Weftminfter-Abbey was 
intended for one, whom even his Admirers acknowlege 
to have been an incendiary and a debauchee ; I could 
not help withing, that my Countrymen would refle& 9 
little on what they were doing, before they confecrated, 
by what Pofferity would think the Pablic Voice, a cha- 
rater, which no friend to Virtue or to True Tafe can 


approve. 


| 
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approve. It was this fentiment, enforced by the ear 
neft requeft of a friend, which produced the following 
little Poem; in which I have faid’ nothing of ©**#%, 
manners that is not warranted by the beft authority s 
nor of his writings, that is not perfectly agreeable to 
the opinion of many of the moft competent judges in 
Britain, ******** January 1765. ] 


* * 
.. + 


Buro, begone! with Thee may Faion’s fire, 
That hatch’d thy falamander-fame, expire. | 
Fame, dirty idol of the brainlefs croud, 

What half-made moon-calf can miftake for good ! 
Since fhared by knaves of high and low degree 
Gromuell’ and Catiline ; Guido Faux, and Thee. 


By Be : uninfpir'd, untaught by art; ; 


With not one thought that breathes the feeling heart, 
: With 
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With not one offering vow'd to Virtue’s fhrine, 
With not one pure anproftituted line; 
Alike debauch’d in body, foul, and lays ;——— 
For penfion’d cenfare, and for penfion’d praife, 
For ribaldry, for libels, lewdnefs, lies, 
For blafphemy of all the Good and Wife s 
Coarfe virulence in coarfer dogrel writ, 
Which bawling blackguards fpel’d, and took for wit; | 
For confcience, honour, flighted, {purn’d, o’erthrown;-~ 


Lo, Buro fhines the minion of renown! | 


Is this the land, that boafts a MiLTon’s fire, } 
And magic Spenser’s wildly-warbling lyre ? | 
The land, that owns th’ omnipotence of fong, 

When Suaxespear whirls the throbbing heart along? 
The land, where Porz, with energy divine, 


an one ftrong blaze bade wit and fancy fhine ; 
Whof 
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Whofe verfe, by Truth in Virtue’s triumph born, 
Gave knaves to infamy, and fools to fcorn ; 
Yet pyre in manners, and in thought refin’d, 
Whofe life and lays adorn’d and bleft mankind ? 

‘Is this the land, where Gray’s unlabour’d art 

' Soothes, melts, alarms, and ravifhes the heart ; 

While the lone wanderer’s fweet complainings flow; 

| : In fimple majefty of manly woes 
Or while, fublime, on eagle-pinion driven, 

He foars Pindaric heights, and fails the waite of heaven ? 
Is this the land, o’er SHENSTOQNE’s recent urn 
Where all the loves and gentler graces mourn ? 
And where, to crown the hoary * Bard of night, 
The Mufes and the Virtues all unite ? 

, Is this the land, where AKENSIDE difplays — 
The bold yet temperate flame of antient days? 


@ Dr, Young, 
Likg 
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Like the rapt * Sage, in genius.as in theme, 
Whofe hallow’d ftrain renown'd Iliffus’ ftream ¢ 
Or him, th’ indignant Bard +, whofe patriot ire, 
Sublime in vengeance, fmote the dreadful lyre s 
For truth, for liberty, for virtue warm, 
Whofe mighty fong unnerv'd a tyrant’s arm, 
Huth’d the rude roar of difcord, rage, and ‘luft, 


And ‘fpurn'd licentions ismapogues to dutt, 


Is this the queen of realms ! the sian ifle; 
Barrawnta, bleft in Heaven's indulgent {mile ! 


Guardian of truth, and patronefs of art, 


Nurfe of th’ undaunted foul, and generous heart ! 


Where, from a bafe unthankful world exil’d, 
Freedom exults to roam the carelefs wild 
Where talte to fcience every charm fupplies, 


And genius foars unbounded to the fkies! 


® Plato. 
+ Alceus, See Akenfide’s Ode on Lyric Poetny. 
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And fhall a Buro’s moft polluted name 
Stain her bright tablet of untainted fame ! 
Shall his difgraceful name with theirs be join’d, 
Who with’d and wrought the welfare of their kind! 
His name accurft, who, leagued with $4848% ond hell, 
Labour'd to roufe, with rude and murderous yell, 
Difcord the fiend, to tofs rebellion’s brand, 
To whelm . rage and woe a guiltlefs land; 
To frultrate wifdom’s virtue’s nobleft ‘ate 


And triumph in the miferies of man, 


Driveling and dull, when crawls the reptile mufe, 
Swoln from the fty, and rankling from the ftews, 
‘With envy, fpleen and peftilence replete, 

And gorged with duft the lick’d from Treafon’s feet ; 
Who once, like Satan, rais’d to heaven her fight, 


But turn’d abhorrent from the hated light ;—— 


O'er 
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O’er fuch a mufe thall wreathes of glory bloom § 
No——fhame and execration he her doom. 


Hard. fated Buro! could not dulnefs fave 
Thy foul from fin, from infamy thy grave ! 
Blackmore and Quarles, thofe blockheads of renown, 
Lavifh’d their ink, but never harm’d the town. 
Though this, thy brother in difcordant fong, 
Harafs’'d the ear, and cramp’d the labouring tongue ; 
And that, like thee, taught ftagpering profe to ftand, 
And limp on ftilts of rhyme around the land. 
Harmle(s they dozed a {cribbling life away, 
And yawning nations own’d th’ innoxious lay. 
But from thy gracelef; rude and beaftly brain 
What fury breathed th’ incendiary ftrain ? 


Did hate to vice exafperate thy ftyle ? 
No——Buro match'd the vileft of the vile. 


Yet 
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Yet blazon’d was his verfe with Virtue’s name——- 
Thus prudes look down to hide their want of fhame ; 
Thus hypocrites to truth, and fools to fenfe, 
And fops to tafte, have fometimes made pretence: 
Thus thieves and gamefters {wear by honour'’s laws : 
Thus penfion-hunters bawl their Country's caufes 
Thus furious Teague for moderation rav'd, 


And own’d his foul to liberty enflav’d. 


Nor yet, though thoufand Cits admire thy rage, 
Though lefs of fool than felon marks thy page ; 
Nor yet, though here and there one lonely fpark 
Of wit half brightens through th’ involving dark, 
To fhow the gloom more hideous for the foil, | 
But not repay the drudging reader’s toil ; 

(For who for one poor pearl of clouded ray 


Through Alpine dunghils delves his defperate way ?) 


kK Did 
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Did genius to thy verfe fuch bane impart ? 
No. ’Twas the demon of thy venom’d heart, 
(Thy heart with rancour’s quinteffence endaed) 


And the blind zeal of a misjudging croud, 


Thus from rank foil a poifon’d mufhroom fprung, 
Nurfeling obfcene of mildew and of dung ; 
By heaven defign’d, Pe its own native {pot 
Harmlefs t’ enlarge its bloated bulk, and rot. 
But gluttony th’ abortive nuifance faw ; 
It rous'd his ravenous undifcerning maw: 
Gulp’d down the taftelefs throat, the mefs abhor'd 
Shot fiery influence round the — board. 

O had thy verte been i impotent : as dull,” 
Nor fpoke the rancorous “heart, bat Jumpith fell a 
Had mobs diflinguiti'd, ‘they who how!’d thy. fame, | | 


The oe from the pure diamond’ flame,. 


ene 


te 
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From fancy’s foul thy grofs imbruted fenfe, . 
From dauntlefs truth thy fhamelefs infolence, 
From elegance’ confufion’s monftrous mats, a 
And from the lion’s fpoils the fexlking af, | 
From rapture: s frain the crawling dogeel ine, 
From warbling feraphim ae grintling fwine ;— aera ? 
With gluttons, dances, rakes, thy name had ep 
Nor o’er her allied fame Bairannia ‘wepts 
Nox had the sats with honeft zeal poffefs'd, 
op avenge her country by thy name difgrac’d, 
Rais’d this bold ftrain for virtue, truth, mankind, 


And thy fell fhade to infamy refign’d. 


When frailty leads aftray the foul fincere, 
Let Mercy fhed the foft and manly tear. 
When to the grave defcends the fenfual fot, 


Unnamed unnoticed let his carrion rot. 


K 2 3 When 


{ 132 ] 
When paltry togues, by ftealth, deceit or force, 
Hazard their necks, ambitious of your purfe ; 
For fuch the hangman wreathes his trofty gin, 
And let the gallows expiate their fin. 
But when a Roffian, whofe portentous crimes 
Like plagues and earthquakes terrify the times, 
Triumphs through life, from legal judgment free, 
For hell may hatch what law could ne’er forefee : 
Sacred from vengeance fhail his memory reft ?— 
Judas though dead, though damn’d, we ftill deteft. 
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Written by Mr. BuacKLocK; on a 
blank leaf of his Por MS, fent to the 
Author. 


€¢ emnsememe Si quis tamen hxc quoque, fi quis 
Captus amore leget.”” VarGiLe 


THOU! whofe bofom infpiration fires [ 

For whom the Mufes ftring their favourite lyres ! 
‘«* Though with fuperior genius bleft, yet deign . 
“* A kind reception to my humbler ftrain. 


** When florid youth impel’d, and fortune {mil’d, 
‘* The Vocal Art my languid hours beguil’d. 
“‘ Severer ftudies now my life engage, 


** Refearches dull, that quench poetic rage: 


K 3 ** From 
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** From morn to evening deftin’d to explore 
«© The vesbal critic, and the fcholiait’s lore 
** Alas! what beam of heavenly ardor fhines 
** In mufty lexicons and {chool-divines ! 
“ Yet to the darling objet of my heart - 
‘© A fhort but pleafing retrofpe& I dart; - 
‘‘ Revolve the labours of the tuneful choir, 


ss And what I cannot imitate admire. 


‘“* O could my thoughts with all thy fpirit glow, 
* As thine melodion! could my accents flow 5 
‘© Then thou approving mightft my fong attend, 


*¢ Nor ina BiackLock biuth to own a‘friend.” 


AN 
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AN EPISTLE, 
TO THE 


Reverend Mr. THOMAS BLACKLOCK, 


Montftro quod ipfe tibi poffis dare; femita certe ~ 
Tranquillz per virtutem patet unica vite. Juvzenau, Sat, X, 


AIL to the Poet! whofe fpontaneous lays 
No pride reftrains, nor venal flattery fways. 
Who nor from Criticks, nor from Fafhion’s laws, 
Learns to adjuft his tribute of applaufe ; 
But bold to feel, and ardent to impart 
What nature whifpers to the generous heart, . 
Propitious to the Moral Song, commends, 


For Virtue’s fake, the humbleft of her friends. 


Peace to the grumblers of an envious age, 
Vapid in fpleen, or brifk in frothy rage! 
K 4 Criticks, 
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Criticks, who, ere they underftand, defame ; 
And friends demure, who only do not blame ; 
And puppet-prattlers, whofe unconfcious throat 
Tran{mits what the pert witling prompts by rote, 
Pleas'd to their {pite or {corn I yield the ia 
That boaft the fanftion of a BLacx.ocx’s praife. 
Let others court the blind and babbling croud ; 


Mine be the favour of the Wile and Good. 


* 


O Thgu, to cenfure, as to guile unknown ! 
Indulgent to all merit but thy own! 
Whofe foul, though darknefs wrap thine earthly frame, 
Exults in Virtue’s pure ethereal flame ;_. | 
Whofe thoughts, congenial with the ftrains on high, | 
The mufe adorns, bat cannot dignify ; _ 
As northern lights, in glittering legions driven, 


Embellifh, not exalt, the farry Heaven : 


Say 


4 
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Say Thou, for well thou know’ft the art divine 

To guide the fancy, and the foul refine, 

What heights of excellence muft he afcend, 

Who longs to claim a BLacx ocx for his Friend ; 
Who !ongs to emulate thy tuneful art ; 

But more thy meek fimplicity of heart ; 

But more thy virtue patient, undifmay’d, 

At once though malice and mifchance invade ; 
And, nor by learn’d nor prieftly pride confin'd, 
Thy zeal for truth, and love of fiiewad kind. 


x. Like Thee, with fweet ineffable controul, 
Teach me to roufe or foothe th’ impaffion’d foul, 
And breathe the.loxury of focial woes; - 

Ah! ill-exchanged for all that mirth beflows. 
Ye flaves of mirth, renounce your boafted plan, © 
For know, ‘tis Sympathy exalts the man. 


But 
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— But, midft the feflive bower, or echoing hall, 


Can Riot liflen to foft Pity’s call? 
Rade he repels the foul-ennobling gueft, 
And yields to felfith joy his harden’d breaft. 


Teach me thine artlefs harmony of fong, 


Sweet, as the vernal warblings born along 


- Arcadia’s myrtle groves ; ere art began, 


With critic glance malevolent, to fcan 

Bold nature’s generous charms, difplay’d profufe 
Tn each warm cheek, and each enraptur’d mufe. 
Then had not Fraud impos’d, in Fafhion’s name,” 
For freedom lifelefs form, and pride for fhame ; 
And, for th’ o’erflowings of a heart fincere, 

The feature fix’d, untarnifh’d with a tear ; 

The cautious, flow, and unenliven’d eye, 


And breaft inured to check the tender figh. 
Then 
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Then love, unblamed, indulged the guiltlefs {mile ; 
Deceit they fear’d an for they knew not guile. 
The focial fenfe unawed, that fcora’d to own 
The curb of law, fave nature’s law alone, 
To godlike aims, and godlike actions fir'd ; 
And the full energy of thought infpir’d 5 
And the full dignity of pleafure, given 


T’ exalt defire, and yield a tate of heaven, 


Hail, redolent of heaven, delights fublime! 
Hail, blooming days, the days of nite’ prime! 
How throbs the tired and harafs‘d heart; to prove 
Your fees of pure tranquillity and love! 

But even to fancy fate that blifs denies ; 


For lo, in endlefs night the vifion dies ! 
Ah, how unlike thefe fcenes of rage and fife, 


Darkening to horror the bleak watte of life! 


Where, . 
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Where, all inverted nature's kindly plan, 
Man domineers, the fcourge and curfe of man. 
Where, haply, bofom'd in tempeftuous floods, 
Or dark untrodden maze of boundlefs woods, 
If yet fome land inviolate remain, 
Nor dread th’ oppreflos’s rod, nor tyrant’s chain ; 
Nor dread the more inglorious fetters, wrought 
By hireling fophifiry t” enflave the thought : 
sTis there, ’tis only there, where boaftful fame 


Ne’er ftun'd the tingling ear with Europe’s name. 


Too long, O Europe, have thy oceans roll’d, 
To glut thy loft of power, and loft of gold ; 
Too long, by glory’s empty lure decoy’d, 
Thy haughty fons have triumph’d and deftroy’d : 
Or led by reafoning pride afar to roam, 
Where truth’s falfe mimic haunts the fheltering gloom, 
Have 
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Have plunged in chearlefs night the wilder’d mind, 
Th’ abodes of peace for ever left behind. 
Unwife, unbleft, your own, and natuse’s foes, 
re) yet be fiill, and give the world repofe. 
Say, is it fame, to dare the deed of death ? 
Is glory nought but flattery’s purchas’d breath ? 
True praife, can trembling flaves, can fools beftow 2 
Can that be joy, which works another’s woe? | 
Can that be knowledge, which in doute decays z 


Can truth refide in difappointment’s maze ?-——~ 


But quench thy kindling zeal, prefamptpas ftrain 
Thy zeal how impotent! thy plaint how — 
Hope not thy voice can tame the tempefi’s rage, 
Or check in prone career a headlong age. 
Far different themes muft animate their fong, 
Who pant to fhine the favourites of a throng. 
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Go, ¢hou fond fool, thou flave to Nature's charms, 
Whofe heart the caufe of injur'd Trath alarms ; ; 
Go, herd in Fathion’s fleek and fimpering train; 
And watch the workings of her pregnant brain, 
Prepar’d a fycophant’s apluate to pay, 

As each abortive monfter crawls to day. 
Smit with the painted puppet-fhow of ftate, 
Go learn to gaze, and wonder at the great. 
Go learn with courily reverence to admire 
A tafte in toys, a genius in attire, 

Mufic of tides, dignity of fhow, 

The parrot- courtier and the monkey-beau 
And all the equipage of fticks, and ftrings, 


And cloats, and nicknames—merchandifé of ‘kings : 


Or, to amufe the loitering hour of peace, 
When flander, wit, and fpleen from troubling ceafe, 


, Warble 


C 143 ] 
Warble th’ unmeaning hymn in Folly’s ear 3 
Such hymns unthinking Folly loves to hear. 
Smooth flow thy lays, infufing as they roll 
A deep oblivious lethargy of foul : 
Let rill and gale glide liquidly along, 
While not one ruffling thought obftruéts the fong : 
So fhall the gallant and the gay rehearfe 
The gentle ftrain, and call it Charming Verfe. 


But if a ampler field thine ardor claim, 
Even realms and empires to refound thy name ; 
Strive not on Fancy’s foaring wing to rife; 
The plodding rabble gaze not on the fkies ; 
Far humbler regions bound their groveling view, 
And humbler traéts their minion muft purfue, 
icicle: aie: grabbling in the putrid lake, 
The glittering ore from filth and darknefs rake : 

Like 
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Like fpoils from Politicks thou may'ft derive : 
The theme is dirty, dark, and lucatire. 
Yer ak! even bere the {poils are hard to wins 
For firong and fubtle are thy foes within. 
The pang» of fentiment, the qualms of tafte, 
And fhame, dire inmate of the Scribbler’s breait, 
The ftiugs of con{ciencey and the throbs of pride, 
(Hard talk !) muft all be vanquith'd or defy’d. 
Then go, whate’er thy wit, whate’er thy ftyle, 
Defzme the good, and deify the vile $ 
Feariefs and frontlefs flounce into renown, 
For mobs and prudes by impudence are won, 
Though Providence, ftill merciful and jutt, 
Who dooms the fnake to wallow in the duft, 
Of emb wih groveling impotence of mind 
The vena] venom of the rancorous kind ; 


Yet 
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Yet fear not; Faétion’s torch of fulphurous pleamt 
Shall fire the heart that feels not Fancy’s beani. 
Thus *°**** arofe diftinguifh’d in the throng; 
Thus Bufo plied a profitable fong. 


Proceed, Great Years, with fteady glare to thine 


‘Where guilt and folly bend at Fathion’s thrine; 


_ And ye, ‘the vain and fhamelefs of our days, 


Approach with fongs, and worfhip in the blaze, 
For him, alas! who never learn'd the art 
To ftifle confcience, and a throbbing heart ; 
Who, though too proud to mingle in the fray 
Whence truth arid virtue bear no palms away, 
Yet views with pity Folly’s bufling fcene, 
Th? ambitious fick with hope, the rich with {pleen, 
The great exulting in a joylefs prife, 
Yea pities even the fop he muft defpife ;—nma 
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For him, what then remains ?—The humble thed, 
Th’ ennobling converfe of the awful Dead, 
Beauty’s pure ray diffus’d from Nature’s face, 
Fancy’s fweet charm, and Trath’s majeftic grace, 
Truth, not of hard accefs, or threatening mien, 
As by the vain unfeeliag wrangler feen 3 

But bland and gentle as the early ray, 

That gilds the wildernefs, and lights the way ; 
The meffenger of joy to man below, 


Friend of our frailty, folace of our woe. 


- Thus by Heaven’s bounty rich fhall he repine, 
If others in the toys of Fortune fhine? 


Needs he a title to exalt his race, 
Who from th’ Eternal his defcent can trace ? 
Or fame’s loud trump to ftun him to repofe, 


Whofe foul refign'd no guilty tumult knows ? 


[ 147 J 
To roam with toil, in reftlefs uproar hurl’, 
One little gence of a little world ; 
Can this enlarge or dignify the foul, 
Whofe wing unwearied darts from pole to pole ? 
Can glowworms glitter on the car of morn, 


Or gold the progeny of heaven adorn? 


How long, enamour’d of fictitious joy, 
Shall falfe defire the lavifh’d hour employ ! 
How long with random fteps fhall mortals roam, 
Unknown their path, and more unknown their home! 
Ah! ftill delufive the vain pleafure flies, 
Or, grafp’d, infults our baffled hope, and dies. 
Meanwhile behind, with renovated force, 
Care and Difguft purfue our flackening courfe, 
And fhall o’ertake ; even in the noon of age, 
Long ere the fting of Anguifh ceafe to rage, 

Lz And 
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And long ere Death, fole friend of the diftreft, 
Difmifs the pilgrim to eternal reft. 
Thus, wayward hope fill wandering from within, 
Lur'd by the phantoms of th’ external fcene 3 
We {corn, what heaven our only blifs defign’d, 
The humble triumph of a tranquil mind ; 
And that alone purfue which Fortune brings, 
Th’ applaufe of multitudes, or fmile of kings. 
- But ah! can thefe, or thofe afford delight? 
Can marr be happy in his Maker’s {pite ? 
Vain thanklefs man, averfe to Nature's {way, 
Feels every moment that he muft obey. | 
Clofe and more clofely clafp the ftubborn chains, 
And each new ftruggle roufes keener pains. 
Thus ftung with appetite, with anguifh torn, 


Urged by defpair ftill more and more foslorn, 


Till 
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"Till each fantaltic hope expire in woe, 
And the cold chearlefs heart forget to glow, 
We perifh, muttering this unrighteous ftrain, 


<¢ Joy was not made for man, and life is vain.” 


J Sweet peace of heart, from falfe defire refin’d, 
That pour’ft elyfian funfhine on the mind, 
O come, bid each tumultuous with be fill, 
And bend to nature’s law each froward will. 
Let Hope’s wild wing ne’er ftoop to Fortune’s {phere ; 
For terror, anguifh, difcontent are there ; 
But foar with ftrong and fteady flight fublime, 
Where difappointment never dared to climb. 
O come, ferenely gay, and with thee bring 
The vital breath of heaven’s eternal {pring ; 
Th’ amufive dream of blamelefs fancy born, 
The calm oblivious night, and fprightly morn. 
L3 Bring 


pr 
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Bring Refignation, undebafed with fear; 
And Melancholy, ferious, not fevere ; 
And Fortitude, by chance nor time controul'd, 
Meek with the gentle, with the haughty bold ; 
Devotion deck’d in {miles of filial love; 


And thought, converfing with the worlds above. 


So fhall my days nor vain nor joylefs roll, 
Nor with regret furvey th’ approaching goal ; 
Too happy, if I gain that nobleft prife, 
The well-earn'd favour of the Good and Wife. 


MY TMAIOFEPANOMAXIA; 


OR THE 


BAT TLE 


OF THE 


PYGMIES and CRANES. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


R. Addifon’s elegant Latin poem entitled Pygmaee- 

gerano-machia, of which the following is an 
Imitation, is inferted in the fecond volume of Mufe 
Anglicana. It is pity the Englifh Reader fhould be unac- 
quainted with any part of the Works of that delightful 
Author. I have endeavoured to preferve the Spirit and 
humour of my Original: yet I have not fcrupled to take 
fome liberties, both with the verfification and the fen- 
timents, which would fcarce be allowable in a ftri& 
tranflation, ‘The propriety of this condyé is fubmit~ 


ted to the learned and candid Reader, 
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The BATTLE of the 


PYGMIES and CRANES; 


Imitated from the Latin of Mr. ADDISON, 


HE Pygmy people, and the feather’d train, 
In combat mingling on th’ enfanguin’d plain, 
I fing. Ye mufes, aid my vaft defign, | 
Lead on the hofts, and form th’ embattled line ; 
The flafhing f{words, and fluttering wings difplay,. 
And long bills nibbling in the mortal fray ; 
Cranes darting furious on their tiny foes, 


Conflicting birds and men, and war’s unnumber'’d woes, 


The wars and woes of heroes fix feet long 


Have oft refounded in Pierian fong. 
Who 


C154 J 
Who hath not heard of Colchos’ golden fleece, 
And Argo mann’d with all the flower of Greece ? 
Of Thebes’ fell brothers, Thefeus ftern of face, 
And dread Achilles matchlefs in the race, 
fEneas founder of the Roman line, 
And William glorious on the banks of Boyne ? 
O’er Pompey’s fate who hath not learn'd to weep ? 
Whom hath not Blackmore’s Arthur lull’d afleep ? 
Tis I, who dare aitempt unufual ftrains, 
Of hofts unfung, and unfrequented plains, 
The {mall fhrill trump, the chiefs of little fize, 


And armies rufhing down the darkening tkies, 


Where reddens Ind with Phebus’ earlieft light, 
A hollow valley winds remote from fight. 
Bofom'd in groves the lowly region lies, 

And rocky mountains round the border rife. 


Here) 
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Here, till relentlefs Fate its fall decree’d, 
‘The empire flourifh’d of the pygmy-breed. 
Here induftry perform’d what genius plan’d, 
And buftling dwarfs fwarm’d thick along the land. 
But now to thofe lone bounds if Pilgrim ftray, 
Tempting through cliffs abrupt the defperate way 3 
He finds the puny manfion fallen to earth, 
Its godlings mouldering on th’ abandon’d hearth $ 


And ftarts where fmall white bones are fpread around, 


Or little footfteps print th’ untrodden ground. 
While the proud Cranes their nefts fecurely build, 
Chattering along the defolated field. 


But different fates befel their hoftile rage, 
"While reign'd, invincible through many an age, 
The dreaded pygmy ; rous’d by war’s alarms, 
Forth ruh’d the maddening mannikin to arms. 


Impetuous 
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Impetuous to the {cene of blood he flies ; 
The faint crane fluttering flaps the ground, and dies, 
And by the victor born (o’erwhelming load !) 
With bloody bill loofe-dangling marks the road, 
And oft the wily foe in ambufh lay, 
And often made th’ unwary neft his prey ; 
With flaughter’d victims heap’d his board, and f{mil’d 
To vifit the fire’s trefpafs on the child. 
Oft where the Crane had rear’d her artful neft, 
And laid her eggs, and houfehold goods to reft, 
Burning for blood, in terrible array, 
The eighteen-inch militia burft their way. 
All went to wreck ; the infant foeman fell, 


When {carce his chirping bill had broke the hell, 


Hence deadly hate, and rage of arms arofe, 
And ruthlefs vengeance of encountering foes. 
Hence 
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Hence dwarfs and cranes one hideous havock whelms, 
And Death’s grim vifage {cares the pygmy-realms. 
Not half fo furious blazed the warlike fire 
Of mice (high theme of the Mzonian lyre) 
When ruth’d to battle all th’ accouter’d frogs, 
And the deep tumult thunder’d through the bogs. 
Pierc’d by the javelin-bulruth on the fhore 
Here agonizing roll'd the moufe in gore; 
And there the frog (a fcene fall fad to fee !) 
Shorn of one leg flow {prawl’d along on three. 
He vaults no more with vigorous hops on high, 


But mourns in hoarfelt croaks his deftiny. 


And now the day of woe drew on apace, 
A day of woe to all the pygmy-race, 
When dwarfs were doom’d full fore to rue, in vain, 


The broken eggs, fpoil’d nefts, and chickens flain. 
For 
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For rous’d to vengeance by repeated wrong 
From diftant climes the long-bill’d legions throng. 
From Strymon’s lake, Cayfter’s plafhy meads, 
‘And fens of Scythia green with ruftling reeds ; 
From where the Danube winds through many a land, 
And sires laves th’ Egyptian ftrand, 
To rendezvous they waft on eager wing’; 
And now affembled wait th’ approaching fpring. 
Meanwhile they trim their plumes for vigorous flight, 
Whet their keen beaks, and twifting claws for fight ; 
In thought they flay a thoufand times their foes, 
And every breaft with war and vengeance plows. 
Now genial: gales the frozen air unbind : 
The fcreaming legions’ wheel, and mount the wind. 
Far in the fky they form their long array, 
And lands and oceans ftretch’d immenfe furvey, 


Deep 
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Deep deep beneath; and triumphing in pride 
With clouds and winds commix’d innumerons ride. - 


Tis huge obftreperous uproar all, and heaven 


Whirls, in tempeftuous Au@uation driven. 


Nor lefs convulfions fhook the world below, 
Where march’d in waslike pomp the haughty foe, 
Where mannikins, impatient for the field, 

Couch'd the long quivering lance, and grafp’d the fhield ; 
They form the glittering lines, and lengthening far, | 


Well-ranged in firm array, await the war. 


High in the midit the Chieftain-Dwarf was f{een, 
Of giant flature, and majeflic mien. 
Full twenty inches tall he firode along, 
And view’d with lofty eye the wondering throng. 
Entrench’d with many a {car his vifage frown’d ; 


He bared his bofom rough with many a wound 
Of 
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Of beaks, and claws, difclofing to their fight 
The: glorious purchafe of heroic might. 
For ftill. with keen revenge the chief purfu’d 
The long-bill’d race, and all the feather’d brood. 
Unhappy they, who, trufting in the length 
Of horny beak, or talon’s crooked ftrength, 
Durft meet him in his ire; the blade defcends, 
And from the panting trunk the pinion rends. 
Laid low in doft the pinion flies no more, 
The trunk disfigured ftiffens in its gore. 
What heroes fell beneath his conquering force ! 
What ravag’d nefts and chickens mark’d his courfe ! 
How oft, O Strymon, thy fad banks along 
Did wailing echo waft the funeral fong! 


Now from afar the mingling clamours rife, 


Loud and more loud rebounding through the kkies. 


From 
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From fkirt to fkirt of heaven impetuous rolls 
A thickening cloud, and darknefs hides the poles. 
Near and more near defcends th’ enormous fhade : 
And now, in battailous array difplay’d, 
Riding the winds, and {creaming for the fight, 
The cranes ruth furious on th’ aftonifh’d fight. 


The pygmy heroes eye with fearlefs glare 
The hoft thick {warming o’er the darken’d air ; 
(Thick {warming now, but to their native lands, 
Doom’'d to return in {canty ftraggling bands.) 
When fudden, darting down the depth of heaven, 
Prone on th’ expecting foe the cranes are driven. 
The kindling phrenfy every bofom warms, 
The region echoes to the crafh of arms. 

Loofe feathers from th’ encountering armies fly, 
And in careering whirlwinds mount the fky, 
M 
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To breathe from toil upfprings th’ o’erlabour’d crane, 
Then with fresh vigour downward darts agaia.. 
Succefs in equal ballance wavering hangs, 
Here, on the fharp {pear, mad with mortal pangs, 
The bird transfix’d in bloody vortex whirls, 
Yet fierce ia death the threatening talon curls ; 
There, the dwarf’s little feet thump thick the gronnd, 
The life-blood bubbling from his raping wound : 
Deep from his breaft the thort fhort fob he draws, 
And dying curfes the keen-pointed claws. 
‘Trembles the thundering champaipn, cover'd o’er 
With falchions, mangled wings, and itreaming pore, 
And pygmy-arms, abd beaks of ample fize, 


And here a claw, und there 2 finger lies. 
Encompafs'd round with heaps of faughter’d foes, 


All grim jn dlood the chieftaia-pygmy glows. 


Fierce 
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Fierce on th’ affailing hoft the chasspion {prings, 


Carelefs of nibbling bills, and flapping wings 3 
And midft the tumult wherefoe’er he turns, 
The combat with redoubled fay biarig 
From every fide th’ indignant cranes amain 
Throng, to o’erwhelm this terror of the plain. 
When fudden (fach the fovereign doom of Jove) 
A fowl enormous, fopfing from above, | 
Th’ impetuous champion grafp’d, and foaring high, 
(Sad chance of battle !) bore him up the fky. 
The cranes purfae, and cluftering in a ring 
Chatter triumphant round the captive king. 
But ah! what woe each pygmy-bofom wrung, 
When, now to cranes a prey, on talons hung, 
High in the clouds was feen their helplefs Lord, 
His wriggling form ftill leflening as he foar’d. 

M 2 Yet 
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Yet once again freth kindling into rage 
With mortal fhock the mingling hofts engage, 
The crane with darted bill affaults the foé, 
Hovering ; then wheels aloft to fcape the blow: 
The dwarf in anguifh aims the vengeful wound, 


But whirls in empty air his falchion round. 


Such was the fcene, when, midft the dread alarms, 
Sublime th’ immortal Thunderer rofe in arms. 
When Briareus, by mad ambition driven, 

Heaved Pelion huge, and hurl’d it high at heaven. 
Jove roll’d redoubling thunders from on high, 
Mountains and bolts encounter’d in the fky ; 

Till one ftupendous ruin whelm’d the crew, 


Their vaft limbs wallowing wide in brimftone blue, 


But now opprefs’d the pygmy legions yield, 
And wing’d with terror fly the fatal field, 
They 
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They raife a weak and melancholy wail, 
All in diftra&tion {cattering o’er the vale. 
Prone on their routed rear the cranes defcend, | 
Their bills bite furious, and their talons rend ; 
With unrelenting rage they urge the chace, 


Swern to exterminate the hated race. 


*T was thus the Pygmy name, once great in war, 
For fpoils of conquer’d Cranes renown’d afar, 
Perifh’d : for, by th’ unchanged decree of heaven, 
Short is the date to earthly grandeur given ; 

And vain are all attempts to roam beyond 
Where fate hath fix'd the everlafting bound. 
Fallen are the trophies of Affyrian pow’r, 
And Perfia’s proud dominion is no more ; 
Yea, though to both fuperior far in fame, 


Thine empire, Latium, is an empty name. 
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And now with lofty Chiefs of antient time 
The Pygmy warriors roam th’ Elyfian clime, 
Or, if belief to matron-tales be due, 

Fall oft in the belated fhepherd’s view 

Their frifking forms in gentle green array'd 
Gambol fecure along the moonlight glade, 
Secure, for no alarming Cranes moleft, 

And all their woes in long oblivion reft, 

Down the deep dale, and narrow winding way, 
They foot it featly, ranged in ringlets gay : 
Tis joy and frolick all, where’er they rove; 
And Fairy-people is the name they love. 
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